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48  Album 


Ruth  Alger 
Rut  hie 

"The  sunshine  of  thine  eyes!" 

Pen  .Staff  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2.  3,  4; 
Basketball  2,  3;  Cheerleader  4. 

She's  a  tall,  blonde  vivacious  lass, 

One  of  the  prettiest  in  the  class; 

She  skiis,  she  cheers,  she  rides  a  horse,  — 

Have  you  guessed  her  name:'   It's  Ruth,  of  course. 


Irene  Eleanor  Battista 
Rena 

"A  mother's  pride,  a  father's  joy." 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Junior  Classical  League  3,  4;  Student  Council  3, 
Secretary  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2.  3,  4;  Drum  Majorette  2. 
Leader  3  and  4;  Basketball  2,  3;  Cheerleader  3. 

Petite  and  popular. 
Full  of  fun. 
Irene  makes  friends 
Of  everyone. 


Barbara  Ida  Bixby 
Barb 

A  true  friend  is  forever  a  friend." 

Barbara  likes  to  sew  and  cook; 
It's  very  plain  to  see 
She'll  lead  a  busy,  happy  life 
Of  sweet  domesticity. 


Howard  Russell  Blackwell 
Red 

And  unextinguished  laughter  shakes  the  sky. 

Pen  Staff  4. 

A  mysterious  smile. 
\  devilish  glance,  — 
Keep  Red  out  of  mischief? 
Not  a  chance !  ! 


Lloyd  Arthur  Boyden,  Jr. 
Buddy 

"The  mildest  manners  with  the  bravest  mind." 

Class  President  4;  Class  Play:  Chorus  2,  3,  4;  Band  2,  3,  4. 

As  president  of  the  senior  class. 

He  greets  each  lad  and  thrills  each  lass; 

The  cranberry  is  a  summer  joy 

To  this  curly-headed,  care-free  boy. 
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David  Henry  Brown 
Dave 

"The  quiet  mind  is  richer  than  a  crown" 

Scholastic  Honors;  Class  Treasurer  3;  Chorus  2. 

Dave's  a  whiz  at  every  game, 
Whist  or  cribbage,  they're  all  the  same; 
He's  a  handsome  fellow,  we  think  he's  keen. 
What  a  mate  he'll  make  for  some  fair  queen! 


Stafford  Inglee  Burrell 
Staffy 

"1  never  saw  his  like;  there  lives 
No  greater  leader." 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  French  Choral  Group  3,  4;  Student 
Council  2;  Vice-President  3;  President  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4, 
Band  2.  3;  Basketball  2,  3,  4. 

Put  into  four  lines  what  we  think  of  Stafford? 
Why  it's  silly  even  to  try! 

But  we'll  never  forget  him,  we'll  always  remember, 
He's  such  a  wonderful  guy! 

Walter  Everett  Campbell,  Jr. 
Wall 

'"Tis  well  to  be  merry  and  wise, 
Tis  well  to  be  honest  and  true." 

Pen  Staff  3,  Co-editor  4;  Salutatorian :  Junior  Classical  League  2,  3,  4; 
French  Choral  Group  3,  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4. 

A  master  at  the  art  of  speaking. 
Witty  beyond  compare, 
"A  gentleman  and  a  scholar," 
Classmates  like  Walter  are  rare! 

Barbara  Louise  Clapp 
Barb 

"Obliging  and  cheerful,  industrious  and  kind." 

Pen  Staff  4;  Chorus  2,  3,  4. 

Barb's  as  busy  as  the  busiest  bee, 

Brimming  with  pep  and  vitality; 

She's  tiny  and  cute,  she  has  golden  hair. 

Barb  and  her  sister  are  an  inseparable  pair. 


John  Franklin  Clemons 

Why  is  this  thus?    What  is  the  reason  of  this  thusness? 

Pen  Staff  2,  Subscription  Manager  3,  Advertising  Manager  4: 
Valedictorian;  Junior  Classical  League  2,  3,  4;  French  Choral 
Group  3;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2.  3,  4. 

When  it   comes  lo  being  logical. 
Our  master  mind  surpasses; 
He  can  build  a  house  or  radio. 
And  he  tops  in  all  his  classes. 
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Virgima  Alice  Connors 
Ginny 

"Her  eyes  are  homes  of  silent  prayer." 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Junior  Classical  League  2,  3,  4;  Chorus  2,  3,  4; 
Drum  Majorette  2;  Basketball  3. 

(Jinny's  a  tall,  blonde,  pretty  gal, 

She's  the  very  nicest  kind  of  pal; 

She's  a  friend  ever  thoughtful,  loving,  and  Hue, 

And  nursing  is  what  she  aspires  to  do. 


Kenneth  Stetson  Copeland 
Kenny 

""The  courtliness,  and  the  desire  oj  fame, 
And  love  of  truth,  and  all  that  makes  a  man." 

Class  Play  4;  Chorus  3,  4. 

Ken  performs  some  fancy  prancing 
\l  u  good  barn  dance  or  square  dancing: 
And  as  a  '"vet"  he'll  sure  make  good, 
This  rural  chap  from  old  Elmwood. 

Gordon  Maynard  Craig 
Buddy 

lHe  knew  the  precise  psychological  moment  when  to  say 
nothing." 

Chorus  4;  Baseball  2,  3,  4. 

He's  wiry,  witty,  subtle,  and  wise, 
With  wavy  hair  and  wistful  eyes; 
Though  oft  a  problem  in  Problems  class, 
He*  slill  the  ideal  of  many  a  lass. 


John  Francis  Curley 
Jackie 

"We  grant,  although  he  had  much  wit, 
He  was  very  shy  of  using  it." 

As  Mr.  Eastman's  right-hand  man, 
He's  repairman  for  the  school, 
Skilful  with  a  lathe  and  drill 
Or  any  other  tool. 


Owen  John  De  Lorenzo 
Jay 

"I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy." 

Owen  has  a  great  big  car 

Which  you  find  at  every  dance, 

For  with  his  manners  so  far  above  par 

He  pleases  the  ladies  and  draws  their  glance. 
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Barbara  Ellen  Marie  Donahue 
Bobbie 

"Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair: 
Like  twilight  too  her  dusky  hair." 

Pen  Staff  3,  Associate  Editor  4;  Legion  Essay  Contest  3,  4;  Junior 
Classical  League  2,  3,  4;  French  Choral  Group  2,  3,  4;  D.  A.  R. 
Representative;  Class  Secretary  3;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4. 

Ever  thoughtful,  patient,  and  kind, 
The  most  considerate  by  far; 
With  all  these  commendable  traits  we  find 
She's  a  perfect  D.  A.  R. 


David  Charles  Earle 
Dave 

A  man  of  sovereign  parts  he  is  esteem'd. 

David  is  the  silent  type, 
With  dimples  in  his  smile; 
An  ardent  fan  of  every  sport 
And  of  music,  classic  style. 


Carol  Edis  Hatfield 
Cal 

"Nothing  great  was  ever  achieved  without  enthusiasm.'' 

Pen  Staff  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Junior  Classical  League  2,  3,  4; 
Class  Secretary  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4;  Drum  Majorette  4; 
Basketball  2,  3;  Cheerleader  3,  4. 

Carol's  slender,  trim,  and  small, 
And  she's  a  whiz  at  basketball; 
In  office  work  she  does  excel ; 
Whatever  she  does,  she  does  well. 


Nancy  Alden  Houghton 

"I  have  loved  the  principle  of  beauty  in  all  things." 

Pen  Staff,  Co-editor  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Junior  Classical  League 
2,  3,  4;  Band  4;  Basketball  3. 

Her  brilliant  record  of  scholarship 
No  one  could  surpass; 
A  finer  person  is  not  to  be  found 
In  any  school  or  class. 


William  Oceanic  Jahn,  Jr. 
Billy 

"As  proper  a  man  as  ever  trod  upon  neat's  leather." 

Pen  Staff  3;  Co-editor  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Legion  Essay  Contest 
4;  Junior  Classical  League  2.  3,  President  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2. 
3,  4;  Band  2,  3.  4. 

He  plays  piano  and  saxophone; 
In  dress  he's  always  neat: 
With  Billy's  flashy  shirts  and  tics 
No  man  can  compete! 
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Helen  Viola  Komarnisky 

"Thy  modesty's  a  candle  to  thy  merit." 

Pen  Staff  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Junior  Classical  League  3,  4; 
Chorus  3.  4. 

She's  quiet  and  thoughtful  and  very  sweet, 
Without  her  our  school  days  would  be  incomplete; 
She's  worked  long  and  hard  through  her  high  school  days, 
Now  we're  extending  her  well-deserved  praise. 


Jean  Pauline  Leonard 
Jeannie 

"The  smile  that  wins,  the  eyes  that  plow. 

Chorus  2,  3,  4. 

Jeannie  is  the  sweet  little  miss 
Who  loves  to  knit  and  sing. 
And  when  she's  anywhere  about 
She  seems  like  a  breath  of  spring. 

Mary  Lillian  Lopez 

"Those  cherries  fairly  do  enclose 

Of  orient  pearl  a  double  row, 
Which  when  her  lovely  laughter  shows, 

They  look  like  rosebuds  fill'd  with  snow." 

Pen  Staff  4:  Chorus  2,  3,  4;  Basketball  3. 

Our  Mary's  a  pretty  senorita, 

And  you'll  think  the  same  when  you  meet  her; 

She's  wonderful  to  have  around; 

We  think  she's  one  of  the  nicest  we've  found. 


Rena  Elaine  Luther 
Red 

"The  loose  train  of  thy  amber-dropping  hair." 
Pen  Staff  3.  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  4;  Drum  Majorette  2. 

As  pretty  as  a  flower. 
As  busy  as  a  bee: 
Rena  '11  become  a  steno, 
As  you  soon  will  see. 


Dorothea  Louise  Marble 
Dot 

"There  is  a  garden  in  her  face 
Where  roses  and  white  lilies  blow." 

Pen  Staff  2,  4;  Junior  Classical  League  3;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4 
Drum  Majorette  2,  3:  Basketball  3. 

Dot  is  cute  and  full  of  fun, 
She  has  a  smile  for  everyone; 
Always  merry,  always  gay, 
She  brings  us  sunshine  every  day. 
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Anne  Millkk 

"The  fairest  garden  in  her  looks, 
And  in  her  mind  the  wisest  books." 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors;   Junior  Classical  League  2,  3; 
Student  Council,  Secretary  3;  Class  Vice-President  3  and  4;  Class 
Play;  Chorus  3:  Band  2,  3.  4;  Basketball  2,  3. 

A  friendly  classmate,  a  lovable  friend, 
A  leader  who  can  excel 
In  band,  sports,  and  class  affairs 
And  scholarship  as  well! 


Glee  Lynette  Mitchell 

"She  is  most  fair,  and  thereunto 
Her  life  doth  rightly  harmonize." 

Pen  Staff  3,  Co-editor  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Legion  Essay  Contest  4; 
Junior  Classical  League  2,  \  ice-President  3  and  4;  French  Choral 
Group  3,  4;  Student  Council  Treasurer  3,  Executive  Member  4;  Class 
Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4;  Drum  Majorette  3.  4;  Basketball  2;  Captain  3, 
Cheerleader  2;  Captain  3,  4. 

Glee  is  a  leader  in  every  sport. 

She  sets  the  standard  high; 

We  think  she'll  make  a  wonderful  nurse, 

And  oh,  how  her  patients  will  sigh! 


John  Paul  Mondeau,  Jk. 
Sonny 

"I  have  laid  aside  business  and  gone  a- fishing." 

Pen  Staff  2:  Art  Editor  3  and  4;  Junior  Classical  League  3;  Class 
President  2  and  3;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  4. 

Looking  for  an  artist? 

A  boy  with  talent  plus? 

Sonny  is  the  fellow, 

With  the  hair  you  cannot  muss! 


Mildred  Marie  Moniz 
Mouse 

'Winged  sandals  for  my  feet.' 
Pen  Staff  3,  4:  Chorus  2.  3,  4. 

She's    nimble,   lithe,   agile,  alert, 
An  athlete  through  and  through; 
And  she  is  very  much  admired 
For  being  a  fine  sport,  too! 


Merna  Mary  Morey 

She  smiled  and  the  shadows  departed. 

Chorus  2,  3. 

A  cheerful  little  darlin' 

With  eyes  so  shining  and  bright; 

She  has  a  flair  for  business, 

And  we  know  she'll  do  all  right. 
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Florence  Etta  Morse 
Flossie 

"Queen  rose  of  the  rosebud  garden  of  girls." 

Pen  Staff  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Student  Council  4;  Class  Secretary  2; 
Chorus  2,  3,  4;  Band  2,  3;  Basketball  3. 

As  pretty  and  sweet  as  all  the  flowers, 
She  brings  us  pleasure  throughout  the  hours; 
The  gentlemen's  hearts  she  sure  arouses, 
Atlired  in  all  her  "new  look"  blouses. 

George  Richmond  Patt 
Geo 

"To  him  whose  elastic  and  vigorous  thoughts  keep 
pace  with  the  sun,  the  day  is  a  perpetual  morning.  ' 

Class  Treasurer  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4;  Basketball  2,  3,  4 
Baseball  3,  4. 

George  is  our  top  athlete, 
His  long  shots  can't  be  beat. 
And  as  Joe  the  Defective  Detective 
George  was  sure  a  treat. 

Donald  Brewster  Perkins 
Perk 

"He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again." 
Class  Treasurer  2:  Class  Play;  Chorus  2. 

Our  pilot  Don  has  that  wanderlust, 
He's  above  the  rest  by  far; 
Because  of  his  stature  we  ask  'im, 
"How's  the  weather  up  thar?" 

Marjorie  Mae  Perkins 
Marge 

"Her  voice  was  ever  soft,  gentle,  and  low,  — 
An  excellent  thing  in  woman.  " 

Marge  is  our  gal  Friday, 
A  comfort  to  us  all, 
And  if  any  help  is  needed, 
Just  give  Margie  a  call. 


Carol  Pratt 
"Those  true  eyes 

Too  pure  and  too  honest  in  aught  to  disguise 
The  sweet  soul  shining  through  them." 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Junior  Classical  League  2,  3,  4; 
French  Choral  Group  3;  Class  Play:  Chorus  2,  3,  4;  Basketball  3. 

Carol  has  the  prettiest  eyes, 
And  loves  to  ponder  on  math  or  knitting; 
Riding  a  bike  'neath  fair  blue  skies 
Also  seems  to  her  quite  fitting. 
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George  Arthur  Ratiibun,  Jr. 
junior 

"Men  of  few  words  are  the  best  men." 

Basketball  2;  Baseball  3. 

Little  body  with  strength  of  steel, 
Lover  of  sports  and  a  good  hearty  meal 
George  could  catch  a  lady's  eye 
If  only  he  cared  to  give  it  a  try. 


Anna  Eleanor  Skipper 
Anne 

"And  ne'er  did  Grecian  chisel  trace 
A  l\ymph,  a  Naiad,  or  a  Grace 
Of  finer  form,  or  lovelier  face. 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Student  Council  3;  Chorus  2,  3; 
Drum  Majorette  3;  Basketball  2. 

Anna  has  lovely  wavy  hair, 
She's  tiny,  cute,  and  very  fair; 
Adorned  in  clothes  so  pretty  and  neat, 
She  makes  a  man's  heart  skip  a  beat. 


George  Spotswood  Sparling 
Spotty 

"The  strength  of  twenty  men." 

George  is  a  second  Atlas, 
With  great  and  mighty  frame; 
In  gym  his  one  hand  pushups 
Put  the  rest  of  us  to  shame. 


Mary  Weed  White 
Weedie 

"She's  all  my  fancy  painted  her, 
She's  lovely,  she's  divine." 
Drum  Majorette  2;  Chorus  2,  3,  4. 

Mary's  voice  is  soft  and  sweet, 
The  prettiest  we  have  heard; 
We're  proud  to  vote  this  dainty  maid 
Our  official  class  songbird. 

Leona  Mae  Willis 
Nona 

"She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  bonny  wee  thing." 

Chorus  2,  3,  4. 

Leona  is  tiny,  has  lovely  clothes, 
She's  quiet,  shy,  and  sweet, 
Pleasant,  friendly,  nice  to  know  — 
A  girl  one  likes  to  meet. 
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Arlene  Eleanora  Yafrate 
Art 

"She  is  pretty  to  walk  with, 
And  witty  to  talk  with, 
And  pleasant,  too,  to  think  on." 
Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Class  Play;  Chorus  2,  3,  4. 

Arlene  is  lots  of  fun,  say  we, 

And  she's  always  busy  as  a  bee; 

She's  nice,  she's  capable,  and  tres  belle, 

As  a  secretary  she'll  do  right  well. 
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We.  the  class  of  '48,  of  the  East 
Bridgewater  High  School,  being 
of  sound  mind  and  memory,  do 
hereby  make,  publish,  and  declare 
this  to  be  our  last  will  and  testa- 
ment. 

I,  Ruth  Alger,  leave  my  fondness  for  arguing 
to  Richard  Lovell. 

I.  Irene  Battista,  pass  on  my  twirling  ability 
to  Rita  Canducci. 

I,  Barbara  Bixby.  will  my  sparkling  blue  eyes 
to  Barbara  Giovanoni. 

I,  Howard  Blackwell,  leave  my  wit  and  humor 
to  Snuffy  DeChambeau. 

I.  Lloyd  Boyden.  bequeath  my  golden  locks  and 
cornet  to  Bruce  Edson. 

I.  David  Brown,  donate  my  A  &  P  apron  to 
John  Silva. 

I,  Stafford  Burrell,  leave  my  cats  to  anyone 
who  loves  cats  and  will  take  care  of  them. 

I.  Walter  Campbell,  leave  my  sleek  hair-do 
to  Fred  Johnson. 

I.  Barbara  Clapp.  give  my  checked  slacks  to 
Leila  Ohman. 

I.  John  demons,  hand  down  my  professorship 
to  Louis  Belknap. 

I,  Virginia  Connors,  leave  the  "new  look"  to 
Alice  Roach. 

I,  Kenneth  Copeland.  bequeath  my  ringlets  to 
Bobby  Lewis. 

I,  Gordon  Craig,  will  my  flashy  shirts  to 
Dickie  McCarthy. 

I,  John  Curley,  hand  down  my  last  minute 
remarks  to  Hank  Snow. 

I.  Owen  De  Lorenzo,  bequeath  my  luxurious 
car  to  Dino  Viprino. 

I.  Barbara  Donahue,  leave  my  great  love  for 
reading  to  Anne  Kenneally. 

I,  David  Earle.  will  my  lettering  ability  to  Bob 
Cookson. 

I.  Carol  Hatfield,  pass  on  my  fondness  for 
basketball  to  Nancie  Cousins. 

I.  Nancy  Houghton,  leave  my  love  of  nature 
to  Marjorie  Wilbur. 
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l.  Helen  Komarnisky,  leave  m\ 
love  for  art  to  Phoebe  Leavitt. 

I.  Jean  Leonard,  pass  on  m\ 
"height"  to  Barbara  Smith. 

I.  Mary  Lopez,  will  my  flirtatious 
eyes  to  Joan  Silva. 
I.  William  Jahn.  hand  down  my  acting  abilih 
to  Bob  Ritchie. 

I,  Rena  Luther,  pass  on  my  tap-dancing  to 
Patty  Burke. 

I.  Dorothea  Marble,  bequeath  my  drawing 
ability  to  Mildred  Perkins. 

I,  Anne  Miller,  in  all  sincerity  do  leave  m\ 
parrots  to  Miss  McNally. 

I.  Glee  Mitchell,  turn  over  my  extra-curricular 
activities  to  Nancy  Milligan. 

I,  John  Mondeau.  leave  my  "curly"  locks  to 
Roy  Mitchell. 

I,  Mildred  Moniz.  bequeath  my  bicycle  rides  to 
Polly  Williams. 

I,  Merna  Morey,  leave  my  fondness  for  bowl- 
ing to  Lois  Cole. 

I,  Florence  Morse,  will  my  cute  clothes  to 
Marion  Thompson. 

I.  George  Patt.  leave  my  basketball  abilitx  to 
"Toot"  Hennessey. 

I,  Donald  Perkins,  hand  down  my  height  to 
Francis  Foley. 

I.  Marjorie  Perkins,  will  my  clinic  duties  to 
Eleanor  Siscoe. 

I,  Carol  Pratt,  leave  my  sneakers  to  Pat  White 
and  Nancy  Milligan.  ( One  for  each. ) 

I.  George  Rathburn.  give  my  hunting  ability 
to  Harold  Waldorf. 

I,  Anna  Skipper,  will  my  femininity  to  Bettj 
Waite. 

I.  George  Sparling,  bequeath  m\  big  smile 
to  Louis  Bergeron. 

I.  Mary  White,  give  m\  nickname  "Weedie"  to 
Eleanor  Clapp. 

I.  Leona  Willis,  will  my  cooking  ability  to 
Ginny  Callahan. 

I.  Arlene  Yafrate,  leave  mj  parking  spot  to 
Billy  Alger. 
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To  Miss  Sullivan,  we  leave  a  new  bottle  of  ink 
for  next  year's  senior  class. 

To  Miss  McNally,  we  will  a  more  co-operative 
Problems  of  Democracy  class. 

We  do  hereby  sign,  seal,  publish,  and  declare 
this  to  be  our  last  will  and  testament  in  the  year 
of  our  Lord,  nineteen  hundred  and  forty-eight. 

The  Class  of  '48 

Lawful  Witnesses: 

VIRGINIA  CONNORS 
ANNE  MILLER 
FLORENCE  MORSE 
DONALD  PERKINS 

*    *    *  * 

THE  SENIORS  VOTED 

FOR  THEIR  FAVORITES 

Next  U.  S.  President  Gen.  Douglas  Mac-Arthur 
Radio  Program    ....    Lux  Radio  Theatre 

Dance   Band  Vaughn  Monroe's 

Song  Now   Is   The  Hour 

Symphony  Conductor  .  .  .  Arthur  Fiedler 
Symphony  Orchestra  .  .  Boston  Symphony 
Symphonic  Opus    .    .    .    The  Nutcracker  Suite 

Flower   Rose 

Magazine    Life 

Toilet  Soap  Lux 

Tooth  Paste   Colgate's 

Holiday   Christmas 

Pastime  Sports 

Sport   Basketball 

Subject   English 

Book,  fiction  Kingsblood  Royal 

Book,  non-fiction  Peace  of  Mind 

Play  My  Man  Godfrey 

Movie   .     The  Jolson  Story 

Restaurant  Scotty's  Barn 

Food  Fried  Clams 

Beverage  "Coke" 

Soda  Fountain  Special    ....    Banana  Split 

Color  Blue 

The  "New  Look"  Approve 

Domestic  Pet   Dog 


When  We  Were  Young  and  Gay 

1.  Farmer  Brown?   No.  only  David. 

2.  Looking  up  in  the  world.  Marjorie  Perkins. 

3.  Hmm.  looks  good!    Barbara  "Always  Eat- 
ing" Clapp. 

4.  "I  don't  like  you  either!"  Ruthie  Alger. 

5.  Fuzzy-wuzzy.  Buddy  Craig. 

6.  Our  favorite  athlete,  age  3.  George  Patt. 

7.  How  George  has  changed!   George  Sparling. 

8.  Our  Mistress  Irene.   Irene  Battista. 

9.  Oh,  those  Copeland  curls!  Kenny  Copeland. 

10.  He  never  grew  up!  Red  Blackwell. 

11.  'Twas  a  mighty  cold  winter!   George  Rath- 
bun. 

12.  Sunbonnet  Sue.  Walter  "Cheesecake"  Camp- 
bell. 

13.  He  was  a  sweet  little  fella.  Sonny  Mondeau. 

14.  That  toothpaste  smile.    David  "Pepsodent" 
Earle. 

15.  Our  potential  president.   Buddy  Boyden. 

16.  What,  no  cats?  Staff y  Burrell. 

17.  Young  Intelligentsia.  Nancy  Houghton. 

18.  Working  hard.   Barabara  Bixby. 

19.  Oh.  those  eyes!  Carol  Hatfield. 

20.  "To  cry  or  not  to  cry."  Dot  Marble. 

21.  All  dressed  up  and  smilin'  pretty.  Leona 
Willis. 

22.  She  was  always  all  wet!   Anne  Miller. 

23.  Come  play  with  me!  Rena  Luther. 

24.  Full  of  "glee".   Glee  Mitchell. 

25.  The  New  Look.  Mary  Lopez. 

26.  Mama's  pride  and  joy.  Merna  Morey. 

27.  Daddy's  little  "Weed".  Mary  White. 

28.  A  merry  mermaid.  Bobby  Donahue. 

29.  Smile  at  the  birdie.  Mousy.  Mildred  Moniz. 

30.  Mona  Lisa.  '48  style.  Anna  Skipper. 

31.  The  Thinker?    Ginny  Connors. 

32.  Polka  dots  and  sunbeams.  Jean  Leonard. 

33.  Ain  t  she  sweet?   Florence  Morse. 

34.  All  dressed  up  in  her  Sunday  best.  Carol 
Pratt. 

35.  Goin'  a-milkin'.  Owen  De  Lorenzo. 

36.  Prof.  Clemons  takes  the  wheel.  John 
Clemons. 

37.  What  a  bird!   Don  Perkins. 

38.  Who  dat  up  dere?  Jack  Curley. 

39.  I  think  I'm  pretty  cute!   Bill  Jahn,  Jr. 

40.  The  sun's  too  bright!   Arlene  Yafrate. 

41.  Good  morning,  Merry  Sunshine.  Helen 
Komarnisky. 


If. 
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We  Seniors  Say: 

ANNA  SKIPPER  is  the  most  attractive  girl. 

DAVID  BROWN  is  the  best  looking  boy. 

GLEE  MITCHELL  and  JOHN  MONDEAU  are 
the  friendliest. 

NANCY  HOUGHTON  and  JOHN  CLEMONS  are 

the  most  efficient. 
GLEE  MITCHELL  is  the  most  enthusiastic. 
HELEN   KOMARNISKY  is  slightly  shy  but 

charming. 
DAVID  BROWN  is  reserved  but  nice. 
BARBARA  DONAHUE  and  JOHN  CLEMONS 

are  the  class  dignitaries. 
ANNE  MILLER  and  JOHN  CLEMONS  are  the 

most  versatile. 
GLEE  MITCHELL  and  GEORGE  PATT  are  the 

most  athletic. 
ANNE  MILLER  and  HOWARD  BLACKWELL 

are  the  most  mischievous. 
GLEE  MITCHELL  and  JOHN  CLEMONS  are 

busy  at  all  times. 
ANNE  MILLER  and  STAFFORD  BURRELL 

are  the  wittiest. 

HOWARD  BLACKWELL  is  the  class  giggler. 

ANNE  MILLER  and  JOHN  MONDEAU  are  the 
most  carefree. 

RUTH  ALGER  is  the  most  fond  of  arguing. 

FLORENCE  MORSE  and  DOROTHEA  MARBLE 
are  the  most  inseparable  pair. 

ANNE  MILLER  is  the  most  loquacious. 

WALTER  CAMPBELL  is  the  most  daring  auto- 
mobile driver. 

RUTH  ALGER  and  JOHN  MONDEAU  are  the 
most  artistic. 

ANNA  SKIPPER  has  the  prettiest  hair. 

MARY  LOPEZ  and  GEORGE  RATHBUN  have 
the  nicest  eyes. 

BARBARA  CLAPP  has  the  cutest  nose. 

FLORENCE  MORSE  and  KENNETH  COPE- 
LAND  have  the  nicest  smiles. 

ANNE  MILLER  is  the  best  actress. 

WILLIAM  JAHN  is  the  best  actor. 

CAROL  HATFIELD  is  the  best  secretary. 

GEORGE  PATT  is  the  class  businessman. 

JOHN  CLEMONS  is  the  possessor  of  the  three 
C's  ( Cool,  Calm,  Calculating  I . 

ANNA  SKIPPER  wears  the  prettiest  blouses. 

WILLIAM  JAHN  wears  the  sharpest  ties. 

GLEE  MITCHELL  and  WALTER  CAMPBELL 
are  the  best  dancers. 


Perseverance 

After  graduation,  life  for  us  will  begin  anew. 
Each  one  of  us,  regardless  of  his  occupation  or 
field  of  endeavor,  must  seek  high  accomplishment 
to  the  best  of  his  ability. 

In  order  to  build  a  better  world,  we  must  all 
work  to  improve  individually!  With  personal 
improvement  as  our  ultimate  goal,  we  should 
cultivate  interests  which  will  develop  our  abilities 
to  the  utmost  and  help  us  to  fulfill  our  responsi- 
bilities. 

We  must  pursue  careers  in  which  we  shall 
prove  the  most  beneficial  to  our  fellow  men,  be- 
cause we  share  with  them  a  common  fate,  whether 
it  be  happiness  or  sorrow. 

We  cannot  progress  unless  we  are  people  of 
action;  we  must  live  in  the  present  and  yet  look 
ahead  with  optimism  to  the  future.  Earnest  hard 
work,  clear  thinking,  stout  hearts,  noble  thoughts, 
patience,  and.  above  all,  perseverance  will  reap 
for  us  their  just  rewards! 

It  would  be  well  for  us  to  keep  in  mind  the 
advice  which  Goethe  offers  in  his  lines: 

"We  must  not  hope  to  be  mowers 
And  gather  the  ripe  gold  ears, 
Unless  we  have  first  been  sowers 
And  watered  the  furrows  with  tears. 

"It  is  not  just  as  we  take  it, 
This  mystical  world  of  ours. 
Life's  field  will  yield  as  we  make  it 
A  harvest  of  thorns  or  of  flowers." 

Barbara  Donahue,  '48 
»       #  # 

The  Ideal  Senior  Graduates  With: 

Stafford    Burrell's    Popularity 

John  Mondeau's    Artistic  ability 

Anna  Skipper's    Curly  hair 

Glee    Mitchell's    Personality 

Mary  White's    Daintiness 

Anne  Miller's    Wit 

Florence  Morse's    Sweetness 

John  demon's    Intelligence 

Carol  Hatfield's    Typing  ability 

Barbara  Clapp's    Friendliness 

Kenneth   Copeland's    Physique 

Walter  Campbell's    Smooth  dancing 

David   Brown's    Shyness 

Howard  Blackwell's   Pep 

Owen  DeLorenzo's    Sense  of  humor 

Irene  Battista,  '48 
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FEAR 

Helen  Komarnisky,  '48 


I  chose  the  huge,  blue  wing  chair  on  the  right 
side  of  the  fireplace.  The  birch  logs  which  I  had 
put  into  the  fire  were  crackling  merrily,  emitting 
a  comfortable  warmth.  The  cheery,  reddish  glow 
from  the  dancing  flames  made  the  living  room 
look  cozy;  the  resplendent  glass  doors  of  the 
bookcase,  the  rows  of  books,  and  the  flowered 
draperies  were  attractive  in  the  dim  light.  I  sank 
into  the  soft  depths  of  the  chair  and  reached 
lazily  to  switch  on  the  phonograph. 

The  soft,  romantic  strains  of  the  Unfinished 
Symphony  flowed  into  the  room.  I  noted  men- 
tally that  the  andirons  looked  like  gold,  shining 
in  the  brilliance  of  the  burning  logs.  It  was 
pleasant  and  comfortable  to  be  sitting  there, 
thinking  of  nothing  in  particular,  the  cool,  damp 
early  spring  winds  blowing  about  the  old  house 
outside,  and  the  ocean  pounding  at  the  dunes 
not  far  away.  The  melancholy  violins,  in  the 
conclusion  of  the  first  movement  of  the  sym- 
phony, seemed  to  console  the  wind,  which  was 
sobbing  softly  to  itself. 

Sleepiness  slowly  took  possession  of  me,  but 
was  abruptly  driven  away  by  the  ringing  of  the 
telephone,  its  sharp  sound  shattering  the  serenity 
of  the  house. 

I  impatiently  snapped  off  the  machine,  rue- 
fully commenting  that  the  Unfinished  had  lived 
up  to  its  name. 

After  dashing  to  the  telephone  and  raising  the 
receiver  to  my  ear,  I  produced  a  rather  breath- 
less "Hello?" 

A  woman's  slightly  sharp  voice  came  over  the 
wire.  "Is  this  369?" 


"Yes.  Who  is  calling,  please?" 

"The  postmaster  at  the  post  office.  There  is 
a  special  delivery  letter  here  for  you.  We  close 
around  five-thirty,  in  case  you're  interested." 

"Thank  you  for  calling.  We  shall  try  to  get 
it  before  then.  Goodbye." 

I  put  the  receiver  back  in  its  cradh  and  rushed 
upstairs  to  Kate's  room,  giving  the  matter  a  tone 
of  urgency. 

"Kate!  There  is  a  special  delivery  letter  for 
us  in  town.  I  should  go  after  it  now,  but  I'll  have 
to  walk,  since  the  car  is  gone.  Should  I?" 

Kate  was  overwhelmed  by  my  barrage  of  words 
and  rather  doubtfully  replied,  "But  it  gets  dark 
so  quickly  now.  I  don't  know  whether  you  should 
go.  But  we  don't  get  special  deliveries  very  often. 
It  might  be  important,  too.  Well,  if  you  reallv 
want  to  get  it,  go  ahead." 

In  five  minutes  I  had  on  warm  clothing,  and. 
with  a  flashlight  gripped  in  one  hand,  I  started 
out  on  my  important  quest.  Some  sections  of 
the  New  England  coast  are  miniature  wilder- 
nesses, and  my  family  and  I  seemed  to  be  living 
in  the  midst  of  one.  There  were  no  houses  for 
miles  around,  and  the  town  was  three  miles  away 
if  one  went  by  the  paved  road.  But  there  was  a 
shorter  route  of  two  and  a  quarter  miles  through 
the  woods.  I  chose  the  former  and  did  not  walk 
especially  fast,  stopping  now  and  then  to  examine 
some  odd  bits  of  nature.  The  gigantic  red  sun 
disappeared  behind  the  horizon  just  as  1  arrived 
at  the  center.  It  had  taken  me  almost  fift)  min- 
utes to  reach  my  destination.  I  got  the  letter  at 
the  post  oflice  and  saw  that  it  was  addressed  to 
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my  father.  Finally  I  left  the  sparsely  settled 
town  and  started  the  long  trek  back  home.  It  was 
quite  dark  out  now,  so  I  switched  on  the  flash- 
light. 

The  thought  of  having  to  walk  three  more 
mil:s  tired  me.  No,  I  would  not  necessarily  have 
to  walk  another  three  miles.  There  was  the  path 
through  the  forest  which  led  almost  directly  to 
our  back  lawn.  Instead  of  traveling  back  by  the 
road,  I  would  take  my  chances  on  the  path  — 
or  would  I  ? 

I  took  a  deep  breath,  raised  my  head,  and 
walked  defiantly  towards  the  path.  The  mail  must 
get  through !  Whistling  a  gay  tune  softly,  I 
walked  along  the  path,  unconcernedly  aware  of 
the  dark,  crowding  shadows  that  trees  and  brush 
cast  in  a  forest  at  night. 

In  about  ten  minutes  I  reached  the  antiquated 
well,  which  was  so  picturesque  in  the  summer. 
I  felt  that  something  was  wrong.  I  could  tell  that 
someone,  or  something,  was  watching  me  or 
walking  behind  me.  I  was  positive  that  a 
shadowy  form  had  slipped  from  behind  that 
oddly  bent,  gnarled  pine  tree  on  the  right  side 
of  the  path. 

Oh,  if  I  had  had  the  sense  to  walk  on  the  road! 
I  kept  looking  back  now,  and  I  could  feel  that 
the  creature  that  was  stalking  me  kept  getting 
nearer.  The  blood  was  pounding  in  my  temples, 
and  I  could  not  see  clearly,  for  the  batteries 
in  the  flashlight  were  weak.  Maybe  my  pursuer 
was  near  enough  to  reach  out  to 
clutch  me.  I  gathered  my  loosely 
fitting  coat  about  me  so  that  "it" 
could  not  catch  me  by  taking 
hold  of  the  garment. 

I  looked  back  again,  and 
thinking  that  I  saw  whatever 
was  pursuing  me  glide  into  the 
looming  shadows  behind,  I  tried 
to  run,  but  suddenly  fell  to  the 
ground.  I  had  stumbled  over  a 
large  branch,  and  I  could  not 
contain  the  scream  that  was 
lodged  in  me.  I  quickly  got  up. 
recovered  the  flashlight,  which 
was  still  going,  and  hurried 
along. 

I  was  near  tears  now,  and 
thoughts  of  all  the  horror  stories 


that  I  had  ever  read  and  the  thriller  movies  I 
had  ever  seen  rushed  through  my  mind.  I  could 
feel  the  sweat  pouring  down  my  back  and  arms. 
My  throat  was  sore  because  of  the  sobs  I  was 
storing  there.  The  thing  that  was  chasing  me 
would  be  upon  me  soon,  and  cold,  withered 
fingers  would  be  clutching  me.  I  could  see  the 
whole  awful  picture  now. 

I  had  not  far  to  go,  only  about  four  hundred 
yards.  I  should  be  safe  soon,  free  from  my  pursuer 
and  the  frightening  shadows  and  forms  so  typical 
of  a  forest  at  night.  I  could  see  a  dim  light  ahead, 
lights  from  my  home.  I  would  break  into  a 
full  run  — 

Voices  that  sounded  as  though  they  were  mil- 
lions of  miles  away  were  echoing  in  my  ears. 
Slowly  I  opened  my  eyes.  I  was  lying  before  a 
warm,  reddish  glow,  my  head  splitting  with  pain. 
Gradually  my  eyes  focused  on  the  people  about 
me.  My  mother,  father,  and  Kate  belonged  to  the 
voices,  and  I  was  in  my  own  living  room.  What 
had  happened? 

My  family  had  heard  a  loud  scream  and  found 
me  unconscious  less  than  one  hundred  yards 
from  the  house.  My  flashlight  (faithful  thing!) 
had  so  fallen  that  it  was  pointed  towards  the 
house,  and  they  were  able  to  see  the  light  through 
the  brush.  I  had  tripped  over  a  log  and  struck 
my  head  against  a  tree  trunk. 

My  pursuer?  I  had  none.  The  darkness  and 
hugeness  of  the  woods  had  stirred  my  fears  and 
imagination. 

And  the  special  delivery  let- 
ter? I  fished  it  out  of  my  inner 
pocket  and  handed  it  to  my 
father.  I  hoped  it  was  impor- 
tant news  for  all  the  misery  I 
had  gone  through  to  deliver  it. 

It  was  a  missive  from  my 
aunt  and  uncle.  They  were 
coming  to  visit  us  very  soon, 
for  they  wished  to  see  the  ocean 
and  "the  exciting  wilds  of  the 
New  England  countryside." 

I  hope  Aunt  June  gets  lost 
on  her  way  and  that  Uncle 
Stanley  gets  hav  fever! 

Illustrated  by 
John  Mondcau.  '48 
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The  New-New  Look 

With  trembling  fingers  I  buttoned  the  last 
button  on  my  new  spring  frock  and  turned  to- 
ward the  mirror.  Nervously  I  viewed  the  un- 
familiar reflexion.  My  newly  clipped  hair  curled 
closely  about  my  ears.  The  pink  lace  on  the 
high  Victorian  neckline  wisped  around  my  neck. 
My  eyes  followed  the  pink  and  white  candy 
stripes  past  the  trim  waistline  and  down,  down, 
down,  through  the  full  folds  of  the  skirt  to  the 
hemline.  There,  peeking  out  modestly  from  time 
to  lime,  was  the  pink  petticoat.  I  lifted  the 
parasol  from  the  bureau  drawer  and  as  if 
for  reassurance  fondled  its  petite  ruffle  which 
matched  the  shy  petticoat. 

But  now  it  was  time  to  leave  and  go  through 
with  my  daring  venture.  It  must  be  done  to- 
day. Tomorrow  might  be  too  late!  With  falter- 
ing footsteps,  I  made  my  way  toward  the  front 
door. 

I  stepped  through  the  door  and  onto  the  porch. 
Just  a  swish  of  crisp  taffeta,  and  the  parasol  was 
opened,  with  its  dainty  ruffle  swaying  in  the 
soft  spring  breeze.  I  carried  myself  demurely 
down  the  steps  to  the  sidewalk  and  began  my 
adventurous  escapade. 

Although  I  was  nervous  and  excited.  I  tried 
to  stroll  with  an  innocent,  nonchalant  air.  Soon 
came  the  first  test.  He  was  walking  toward  me, 
and  as  he  came  to  pass,  he  glanced  up.  A  look 
of  surprised  pleasure  flitted  across  his  face.  He 
lifted  his  hat  and  even  bowed  slightly. 

Next,  I  met  a  woman  about  my  own  age.  She 
had  watched  ever  since  I  had  come  into  view. 
She  was  obviously  envious,  and  I  had  the  dis- 
tinct impression  that  she  turned  to  watch  me 
after  I  had  passed.  After  that  I  was  greeted 
with  approving  glances  by  all  whom  I  met.  And 
soon  here  and  there  I  began  to  notice  the  re- 
vealing tremors  of  my  neighbors'  lace  curtains. 

Now  I  realized  my  afternoon  was  a  success. 
I  had  done  it.  Yes,  I  had  been  the  first  woman 
in  town  to  appear  in  the  new-new  look  for  sum- 
mer —  a  Paris  creation  with  matching  petticoat 
and  parasol! 

Glee  Mitchell,  '48 


The  Pope  Diamond 

The  young  man  sat  restlessly  on  a  plush  easy 
chair  scrutinizing  the  well-filled  library  of  John 
Quill,  his  good  friend  and  a  man  of  letters.  As 
he  was  about  to  reach  up  and  take  a  copy  of 
Caesar's  Commentaries  in  the  original  Latin 
(confidentially,  he  didn't  understand  Caesar's 
tongue,  but  only  wanted  to  see  what  it  was  like ) . 
the  butler  entered  to  inform  him  that  Dr.  Quill 
was  prepared  to  see  him  now.  The  young  man 
arose  and,  straightening  his  attire,  walked  into 
his  friend's  study. 

"Good  morning,  Jeb!  Glad  to  see  you  !"  greeted 
the  old  man  of  sixty  or  so  years  who  was  resting 
comfortably  on  a  divan  before  a  roaring  fire- 
place. One  could  see  that  the  old  man  was  a 
good  companion.  His  cherubic  face  was  ringed 
by  curly  white  hair,  and  his  deep  blue  eyes  and 
ruddy  complexion  suggested  a  well-developed 
sense  of  humor.  Although  he  had  no  relatives, 
everybody  addressed  him  as  Uncle  John,  which 
title  he  relished. 

Jeb  Larkin.  for  it  was  he  the  old  man  ad- 
dressed, replied  in  turn,  "I'm  mighty  glad  to 
see  you,  too,  Uncle  John." 

Jeb  was  a  tall  and  well-built  young  man,  with 
a  fiery  Irish  temper.  He  was  a  private  detective, 
newly  hired  to  solve  a  stubborn  case. 

To  return  to  our  friend's  study,  —  the  talk 
between  the  two  friends  ranged  from  a  discus- 
sion —  one-sided,  of  course;  possibly  it  should 
b?  called  a  dissertation  —  of  Plutarch's  Lives, 
which  Dr.  Quill  had  just  finished  rereading  for 
the  tenth  lime,  to  the  latest  news  about  town. 
Finally,  the  topic  of  the  day  came  up,  namely, 
the  Pope  Diamond. 

As  everyone  who  read  the  newspapers  knew, 
Mrs.  Bragdon  Pope,  wife  of  the  multimillionaire, 
had  agreed  to  put  the  famous  97.2  carat  diamond 
on  display  at  Central  Museum.  Unfortunately, 
thieves,  hearing  of  the  plan,  obliged  by  drugging 
the  five  guards  into  unconsciousness  and  re- 
moving the  huge  diamond.  Only  one  clue  had 
been  discovered  as  yet.  Pinned  to  the  coat  of  one 
of  the  guards  was  a  slip  of  paper,  and  on  it  the 
words : 

"What  a  mystery,  it  is  true, 

But  a  little  help  I'll  give  to  you. 

To  something,  add  a  C, 

And  get  my  name,  yes  sirree." 
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Police  suspected  the  gambling  element  of  the 
town,  especially  one  Sam  Gold,  envy  of  the 
underworld.  He  lived  on  his  gambling,  and  with 
his  gang  had  cleaned  more  than  one  town  of 
excess  currency  by  underhanded  methods.  Re- 
nowned as  a  practical  joker,  Sam  stopped  at 
nothing  for  a  little  "fun."  It  was  he  who  had 
released  several  cages  of  mice  at  a  recent  ball, 
breaking  up  the  whole  affair. 

Now  that  we  see  that  Sam  Gold  was  a  suspect, 
let  us  find  how  our  friends  are  making  out.  At 
the  home  of  John  Quill,  Jeb  and  the  learned 
doctor  were  still  discussing  the  case,  especially 
the  clue  left.  It  was  apparent  that  Dr.  Quill  had 
arrived  at  the  solution. 

"Jeb,  did  you  ever  take  chemistry  in  school?" 

"No,  Uncle  John.  I  can't  say  that  I  did." 

"Well,  then  I'll  tell  you  that  the  solution  makes 
good  use  of  it.  Now  what  did  the  clue  say?" 

"It  said,  'to  something,  add  a  C'." 

"Of  course,  you  know  that  'C'  is  the  Roman 
numeral  meaning  one  hundred,  and  the  dia- 
mond's weight  was  97.2.  Now  what  could  you 
add  one  hundred  to.  except  the  diamond's 
weight?  Furthermore,  in  chemistry  you  study 
atomic  weights,  which  are  the  relative  weights 
of  the  different  elements." 

"I  think  I  see  now;  197.2  must  be  the  weight 
of  some  element  naming  the  thieves  or  their 
boss." 

"Exactly;  197.2  is  the  atomic  weight  of  gold." 

"Ah,  of  course!  Sam  Gold!" 

"That's  right,  my  young  friend.  You  see, 
human  nature  will  go  to  great  lengths  for  recog- 
nition, as  Sam  did.  Well,  I  guess  you  have  an 
appointment,  Jeb." 

"I  certainly  do,  Uncle  John.  Inspector  Flaherty 
will  be  very  glad  to  see  me!" 

With  these  words  Jeb  left  the  room  in  great 
haste,  for  having  received  a  box  of  exploding 
cigars  last  Christmas  from  this  same  Sam  Gold. 
Jeb  had  been  waiting  a  great  while  for  this 
chance. 

Louis  Belknap,  '49 


The  Great  Concert 

Martha  was  taking  her  time  walking  home 
from  school.  As  was  her  usual  habit,  she  stopped 
at  Symphony  Hall  to  read  the  colorful  billboards. 
Her  eyes  glanced  at  an  especially  large  one.  Her 
heart  skipped  a  beat!  The  board  read.  "Fritz 
Kreisler  will  appear  for  a  series  of  concerts  start- 
ing next  week  Wednesday."  Fritz  Kreisler!  He 
was  her  favorite  musician!  Martha  knew  she 
couldn't  go  to  the  concert.  Her  family  was  too 
poor  to  afford  any  such  luxury;  nevertheless, 
she  delighted  in  the  thought  that  she  could  dream 
about  going. 

A  new  thought  came  to  her.  She  could  attend 
a  concert.  A  great  concert!  She  could  be  alone 
with  the  beautiful  music.  She  quickened  her  steps 
towards  home  and  was  surprised  when  she  reach- 
ed there  so  soon  because  she  had  been  so  pre- 
occupied by  her  thoughts.  She  climbed  the  dark 
stairway  with  leaps  and  bounds  to  the  lonely 
three-room  flat. 

Martha  got  out  her  only  record  and  wound  the 
old,  but  precious  record  machine.  She  was  so 
glad  when  they  had  moved  there  to  find  the 
machine  hidden  in  a  closet.  She  had  saved 
enough  money  to  buy  the  best  record  in  the 
world!  It  was  Humoresque,  recorded  in  Ger- 
many by  Fritz  Kreisler. 

She  carefully  placed  the  old  record  on  the 
disk  and  snapped  the  button  which  started  it 
spinning  almost  like  magic.  She  placed  the 
needle  in  the  groove,  and  as  the  smooth  legato 
strains  floated  to  her  ears,  Martha  thought,  "This 
is  my  concert,  the  great  concert!" 

Eleanor  Cookson,  "51 
The  Feller  My  Mother  Thinks  I  Am 

While  walking  down  a  busy  street  the  other  day 
I  saw  a  little  urchin  to  a  comrade  turn  and  say: 
"Hi,  Tommy,  lemme  tell  youse,  I'd  be  happy  as  a  lamb. 
If  I  only  was  the  feller  my  mother  thinks  I  am." 

"She  thinks  I  am  a  wonder,  and  she  knows  her  little  lad 
Could  never  mix  with  nuttin'that  was  ugly.mean. or  bad: 
Oh,  lots  of  times  I  sit  and  think  how  nice  'twould  be. 
gee  whiz. 

If  a  feller  was  the  feller  that  his  mother  thinks  he  is.*' 

Think,  you  people  with  a  life  of  toil  or  undiluted  joy. 
Oh,  how  much  you  all  can  learn  from  that  small,  unlet- 
tered boy; 

Don't  aim  to  lie  an  earthly  saint,  with  eyes  fixed  on  a 
star, 

Just  try  to  be  the  fellow  that  your  mother  thinks  you  are. 

Robert  Ritchie,  '49 
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A  THIN,  piteous  whine  broke 
(he  stillness  of  the  lazy  June 
afternoon.  Little  David,  so 
suddenly  startled  by  the 
sound,  dropped  the  knife  with 
which  he  had  been  carving  a 
willow  twig.  Two  big  tears 
rolled  down  his  dusty  cheeks. 
As  though  his  small  world 
hadn't  enough  trouble  al- 
ready! His  adored  Uncle  Jamie  was  never  com- 
ing back  to  go  fishing  with  him  along  the  creek 
or  to  make  bows  and  arrows  for  him  to  play  with. 

Aunt  Molly  had  told  him  so.  early  that  morn- 
ing. She  wasn't  his  real  aunt,  but  for  years  she 
had  been  looking  after  Uncle  Jamie's  household, 
and  the  care  of  David  was  added  to  her  tasks 
when  his  daddy  had  "gone  away"  to  be  with  the 
mother  he  had  never  known.  Uncle  Jamie  had 
been  the  whole  world  to  David  ever  since  David 
had  come  to  the  little  community  not  far  from 
Philadelphia.  And  now  Uncle  Jamie  would  no 
longer  be  here  to  tell  him  stories  about  soldiers 
and  how  they  fought  the  Indians  and  how  to  be 
brave.  News  had  spread  over  the  countryside 
that  Uncle  Jamie  had  fallen  with  some  comrades 
in  an  encounter  with  the  British  at  Lexington  and 
Concord. 

There  it  was  again,  that  faint  crying  sound! 
David  was  so  absorbed  in  his  troubles  that  he 
wasn't  sure  whether  he  really  heard  any  sound 
but  his  own  sobbing.  He  listened,  every  muscle 
in  his  little  body  tense.  Where  was  Jeff,  the  little 
brown  dog  who  shared  alike  his  joys  and  sorrows 
and  played  with  him  when  his  work  was  finished? 
David  whistled  as  best  his  trembling  lips  could 
manage. 

Listening  intently,  he  heard  again  the  pitiful 
cry.  Following  the  direction  of  the  sound,  he 
climbed  over  the  rocky  ledge  of  the  creek  and 
there  near  the  water's  edge  he  found  Jeff.  The 
little  dog's  paw  was  caught  and  cruelly  twisted 
in  a  wedge  between  two  sharp  rocks.  David 
managed  to  free  the  injured  paw.  It  was  broken, 
he  knew.  Jeff  whined  and  tried  to  lick  David's 
tear-stained  face  as  the  boy  gently  lifted  him 
up  and  climbed  back  over  the  rocks  toward  home. 


Trudging  along  the  dusty 
road.  David  heard  the  thud- 
ding sound  of  horse's  hoof- 
beats.  They  came  nearer  and 
nearer  until  David  stepped 
back  off  the  road  and  turned 
to  look.  At  first  he  saw  only 
the  magnificent  white  horse, 
the  most  beautiful  he  had  ever 
seen.  Then  to  his  amazement 
the  rider  came  to  a  stop  beside  him. 

"'Trouble,  my  lad?"  said  the  tall,  strong,  dig- 
nified horseman  as  he  dismounted  and  knelt  with 
a  kindly  arm  about  David's  shoulder.  "Can  you 
tell  me  about  it?"  he  said,  in  a  soft  Virginian 
drawl. 

With  the  first  touch  of  sympathetic  under- 
standing. David  choked  back  his  tears  and  held 
out  to  the  stranger  Jeff's  trembling  body  with 
its  limp  little  paw.  Without  a  word,  the  rider 
took  from  his  pocket  a  big  white  handkerchief 
and  fastening  a  splint  from  a  piece  of  wood, 
bound  Jeff's  paw  firmly.  The  little  dog  was  quiet 
now.  and  David  tried  his  best  in  his  tear-choked 
voice  to  thank  the  rider. 

Suddenly,  without  a  word,  the  big  man  picked 
up  David,  puppy,  and  all  in  his  arms  and  mounted 
the  beautiful  white  horse,  and  together  they  made 
their  way  into  the  village. 

"You  are  like  my  Uncle  Jamie",  said  David  to 
his  new  friend,  and  slowly  he  told  the  story 
of  his  heartbreaking  loneliness. 

Straight  to  his  door  the  stranger  carried 
David  and  his  little  dog.  As  he  turned  to  leave, 
he  heard  David's  heartfelt,  "Thank  you.  Sir". 

Throughout  the  coming  days  David  took  the 
very  best  care  of  Jeff  who  meant  his  entire 
world  to  him.  especially  since  they  were  to  be 
sent  away  together.  Soon  they  would  go  alone 
in  the  big  stagecoach  to  Massachusetts,  where 
David  was  to  live  at  the  big  Red  Horse  Tavern 
in  Sudbury,  with  his  real  Aunt  Martha  who 
worked  in  the  inn  kitchen.  David  had  never 
seen  Aunt  Martha,  but  Uncle  Jamie  had  told 
him  about  her  many  times,  and  he  resolved  to  do 
ever)  thing  he  could  to  help  her  about  the  Tavern. 


DAVID 


Carol  Wake,  '50 
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A  new  life  began  for  David  at  the  Tavern. 
Aunt  Martha  lovingly  welcomed  him,  and  though 
throughout  the  daytime  hours  she  had  little  time 
to  spend  with  him.  he  loved  her  and  found  many 
a  chore  to  do  that  lightened  her  tasks. 

Lying  flat  on  his  back  before  the  huge  kitchen 
fireplace  in  the  evening,  he  would  watch  Aunt 
Martha  as  she  kneaded  bread  in  the  huge  wooden 
bowl  or  dipped  candles  in  the  hot  tallow.  From 
the  taproom  he  would  hear  the  steps  and  voices 
of  many  weary  travellers  stopping  for  rest  and  a 
glass  of  ale,  or  seeking  a  night's  lodging. 

Especially  busy  was  the  tavern  keeper  now 
that  the  trouble  had  begun  between  the  British 
and  the  colonists.  There  was  much  travelling  past, 
what  with  men  rushing  to  help  the  colonists  and 
the  training  being  given  in  the  big  field  near  the 
Tavern.  Each  day  brought  more  volunteers  from 
the  countryside  to  join  the  militia  being  trained  by 
Col.  Howe,  the  tavern  keeper.  Anger  and  resent- 
ment flared  throughout  the  colonies  at  the  in- 
justices imposed  on  them  by  the  British.  David 
began  to  absorb  the  thrill  of  it  all  and  to  feel 
nearer  his  beloved  Uncle  Jamie  who  had  given 
his  life  for  his  country  at  nearby  Concord. 

One  day  just  before  twilight  David  had  gone 
to  his  favorite  hideout  in  the  loft  of  the  big 
carriage  house.  In  his  pocket  was  a  choice  bit 
of  maple  sugar  Aunt  Martha  had  given  him. 
The  carrige  loft  gave  him  a  first  hand  view  of 
any  bit  of  exciting  activity  about  the  Tavern 
yard. 

Suddenly  he  saw  a  beautiful  white  horse  ap- 
proaching the  stables.  It  was  ridden  by  a  tall 
handsomely  uniformed  soldier  who  seemed  to  be 
the  center  of  attention  of  every  one  about.  David's 
heart  began  to  pound  as  he  recognized  his  kind 
friend  who  had  helped  him  and  Jeff  home  in 
Philadelphia. 

Almost  falling  down  the  ladder  in  his  haste, 
with  Jeff  at  his  heels,  David  rushed  to  his  attic 
room  over  the  Tavern  kitchen,  and  taking  from 
his  little  trunk  a  smooth,  clean,  white  handker- 
chief, he  ran  back  to  the  taproom.  There  before 
the  fire  sat  the  distinguished  looking  stranger 
in  his  brilliant  uniform. 


David  approached  him  saying,  "Oh,  Sir.  Mav 
I  " 

"Well,  if  it  isn't  my  brave  little  friend.  And 
how  is  our  little  Jeff?" 

Shaking  hands  solemnly  as  one  gentleman  to 
another,  David  said,  "Fine,  Sir,  thanks  to  you, 
and  please  may  I  return  your  handkerchief.  Jeff 
and  I  always  remembered  you." 

"Off  with  you,  boy,"  roared  the  tavern  keeper. 
Don't  be  a  bother!" 

But  with  his  hand  raised  to  silence  the  tavern 
keeper,  the  guest  said,  "David  is  my  friend." 

He  took  a  small  box  which  he  had  brought  in 
from  his  saddle  bag  and  said  to  David,  "You  may 
keep  the  handkerchief  and  also  this  box.  Your 
Uncle  Jamie  was  my  friend,  and  together  we 
fought  in  many  an  Indian  skirmish.  May  you 
always  remember  him  and  become  as  fine,  loyal, 
and  brave  as  he.  Good  night,  my  boy." 

Up  in  his  room  David  opened  the  box,  and 
there  was  Uncle  Jamie's  powder  horn,  and 
written  on  the  enclosed  card  were  the  words: 
"For  David,  from  General  George  Washington." 

Illustrated  by  John  Mondeau,  '48 

*      *  * 
Easter  Hats 

While  sliding  along  on  this  slushy  day, 

I  pause  by  a  window  in  gay  array. 

A  blur  of  ribbons,  flowers,  and  birds  galore 

Show  that  Easter  hats  have  arrived  at  this  store. 

The  styles  seem  rather  queer  to  me, 
Every  one  is  so  strange  to  see. 
At  the  back  is  one  I  couldn't  miss, 
It  really  looks  like  a  mixing  dish. 

My  eyes  stray  back  to  one  in  the  rear, 
It  looks  as  if  it  might  be  a  shifting  gear. 
Then  there's  the  one  that's  a  garden  hose 
Decked  with  a  large  American  rose. 

That  little  one,  'perched  over  one  eye, 
Has  a  feather  aiming  to  reach  the  sky. 
Also  there's  one  that'll  cost  your  salary 
And  only  belongs  in  an  art  gallery. 

After  many  glances  at  this  strange  array 
Of  things  called  Easter  Hats  placed  on  display, 
I've  decided  that,  in  hats,  the  "New  Look" 
Is  something  which  belongs  only  in  a  book. 

Anne  Kenneally,  '50 
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Wait! 

Yes,  wait!  Wait.  Freshmen,  Sophomores,  and 
Juniors,  before  you  wish  that  you  were  gradu- 
ating this  June.  You  may  think  that,  along  with 
the  Seniors  of  1948,  you  would  like  to  be  leaving 
school  forever,  but  I  can  assure  you  that,  when 
your  turn  comes,  you  will  think  quite  differently. 
Graduation  is  more  than  receiving  a  diploma: 
it  means  that  y  ou  will  be  bidding  farewell  to  your 
teachers  and  your  fellow  classmen.  No  longer 
will  you  enjoy  their  companionship  as  you  enjoy 
it  now.  Twenty  years  from  now  you  may  be 
seeing  two  or  three  classmates  fairly  often,  a  few 
others  occasionally,  and  the  rest  seldom,  possibly 
never.  Class  reunions  will  bring  many  of  you 
together  at  intervals  to  reminisce  about  "old 
times."  but  there  will  be  an  atmosphere  of  sad- 
ness when  you  learn  that  two  of  the  class  have 
died  and  another  has  lost  her  husband  and  two 
sons  in  a  tragic  fire. 

No,  don't  wish  you  were  among  those  graduat- 
ing this  year.  I  advise  you  to  enjoy  studying 
with  your  teachers  and  to  have  good,  wholesome 
fun  with  your  class  while  you  may.  All  too 
soon  you  will  find  yourself  sitting  on  the  stage 
in  your  white  dresses  or  dark  blue  suits  or  in 
caps  and  gowns,  facing  an  auditorium  full  of 
people.  Some  faces  will  be  unknown  to  you, 
others  will  be  (mite  familiar.  Among  those 
present  will  be  your  parents.  Their  faces  will 
express  mixed  emotions  of  happiness,  pride,  and 
sorrow,  and  you  will  wish  you  could  escape  from 
this  moving  reality.  But  you  will  be  having  your 
wish:  it  will  be  your  turn  to  be  graduated. 

Nancy  Houghton,  '48 

On  Writing  A  Sermon 
or 

We  Understand 

"And  so.  Walter,  we  want  you  to  deliver  the 
sermon  on  Youth  Sunday."  Those  were  the  cas- 
ually spoken  words  of  Reverend  Fay  as  he  left 
our  house  on  that  bleak  December  afternoon.  I 
stood  motionless  in  the  doorway  as  I  watched 
his  car  back  out  of  the  yard  and  fade  slowly  into 
the  white  blanket  of  gently  falling  snow.  Then, 


up  popped  my  right  eyebrow,  meaning  that  my 
great  brain  was  ready  for  action. 

Now.  have  you  ever  tried  to  write  a  sermon? 
No?  Then  you  don't  know  what  you're  missing. 
Mr.  Fay  says  that  there  are  three  simple  essen- 
tials in  writing  a  sermon:  first,  you  must  believe 
and  understand  what  you  write:  second,  you 
must  devote  a  great  deal  of  time  to  meditation 
and  research  work:  third,  the  wording  and  style 
must  be  dignified  and  elevated.  However,  I 
seemed  to  find  these  three  requirements  much 
more  difficult  than  Mr.  Fay  had  proclaimed 
them  to  be. 

To  begin  with,  after  four  or  five  hours  of 
fruitless  research  work,  the  thoughts  buried 
deepest  in  my  heart  could  not  be  put  on  paper. 
Oh,  what  to  write,  what  to  write!  My  mind  was 
in  a  dither.  Every  night  I  had  dreams  of  broth- 
erhood, character,  mankind  —  what  a  waste  of 
dreams  —  but  still  no  inspirations  for  a  sermon. 

Tempus  fugited  on  Mercurian  wings:  only  one 
week  remained.  I  had  visions  of  being  a  com- 
plete failure,  of  having  Mr.  Fay  write  my  ser- 
mon for  me.  I  began  to  have  nightmares  about 
murder,  banishment  from  society,  and  automo- 
biles that  wouldn't  go  faster  than  25  M.  P.  H. 
Gad!   How  horrible! 

Then  to  my  aid  came  the  Student's  Pen.  On 
the  Monday  before  the  fatal  day.  Miss  Andrews 
called  me  back  after  school  and  said.  "Walter, 
the  Pen  needs  light  material.  See  what  you  can 
do  tonight."  I  went  home  and  sat  down  before 
my  timeworn  typewriter.  My  mind  became  en- 
veloped in  the  thick  cloud  of  gloom  which  hung 
listlessly  about  my  head.  I  began  murmuring, 
"Something  light  and  carefree  —  carefree  —  " 
My  fingers  began  pounding  unconsciously  on  the 
keys.  At  six  o'clock,  Mom  called  me  for  supper. 
I  came  out  of  my  trance  and  glanced  at  what  I 
had  been  typing.  There  before  me  was  the  best 
sermon  I  had  ever  seen,  serious,  thoughtful,  and 
expressive. 

Now  I  must  admit  this  is  not  the  customary 
way  to  write  a  sermon,  but  after  all.  see  who 
wrote  it! 

Walter  Campbell,  Jr.,  '48 
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Robert   English,  Carol   Waite,  Donald  Lanoue,   Irene   Backlund.   Robert    Burgess,   Barbara  Murray.   Anne   Kenneally.  Robert 
Cookson,  Graeme  Robertson,   Chester  Leland.   Elliott   Bent.   Kenneth   Pratt.  Gildo  Merolli, 
William  Stinchfield.  Richard  Damon.  Alan  Craig. 
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AS 

The  Sea 

The  sea  is  moody  and  passionate. 

Sometimes  she  flies  into  a  rage 
And  stamps  her  foot  against  the  gaunt,  grey  rocks, 
Then  strikes  at  them  with  angry  hands. 

Sometimes  she  is  gentle,  calm,  and  beautiful, 
Caressing  the  shore  with  loving  hands. 
Swiftly  o'er  her  rippling  tide 
Ivory  sailed  boats  glide  without  fear. 
She  lets  them  pass. 
Then,  suddenly, 
She  whirls  and  lashes  at  them 
Freeing  the  pent-up  fury  of  her  passionate  soul, 

And  in  her  tantrum  she  knows  no  mercy. 
Angrily  she  seizes  the  frail  crafts  in  icy  fingers 
And  flings  them  down, 
Down  to  a  glorius  Death. 

But  again  she  is  a  mother  mild. 
Who  gently  rocks  the  ships  that  are  her  children. 
Crooning  the  while  a  soothing  lullaby. 

At  other  times  she  is  gay  and  carefree. 
She  flirts  with  sky  and  sun  and  wind, 
And,  coyly  tossing  her  head  to  show  the  beauty  of  her 

tresses, 
Laughs  at  the  world. 

Often  she  becomes  depressed  and  grave, 
Despairing  at  the  ignorance  of  man, 
As  he, 

Like  moth  near  open  flame, 

Dashes  away  his  life 

In  ignorant  futility. 

Then,  cold  and  bleak  and  grey. 

She  sighs  and  waits  for  peace  again. 

Aye,  the  sea  is  moody  and  passionate, 
She  may  be  petulant  or  docile, 
She  may  be  merciless  or  tender. 
She  may  be  frolicsome  or  mournful. 
She  is  ever  changing, 
Yet  always 
She  is  glorious. 

Alice  Roach,  '49 
Illustrated  by  John  Mondeau,  '48 

The  Moon 

The  moon  is  a  watchman 
Guarding  her  treasures  by  night; 
The  sky  is  her  window, 
The  clouds  are  her  shades, 
The  stars  are  her  laborers, 
The  Stardust  their  pay. 

.Margery  Wilbur,  '49 


Age  2,  4,  6,  7 

Each  with  his  tousled  towhead, 
So  full  of  secretive  thoughts, 
Each  with  his  happy  laughter 
And  mischief-making  plots, 
Each  sticky  little  hand, 
Each  smudgy  little  face  — 
Four  such  lovable  creatures 
Make  home  the  happiest  place!! 

Glee  Mitchell,  '48 


Memory 

Do  you  remember  the  day 

When  our  boy  went  away, 

When  the  angels  so  silently  came:* 

He'd  gone  out  to  play 

One  cold,  damp  day. 

No  one  was  really  to  blame. 

While  playing  that  day, 

It's  needless  to  say, 

He  caught  a  fatal  cold. 

Often  he  slept, 

While  our  vigil   we  kept 

O'er  our  precious  package  of  gold 

While  he  lay  abed 
We  oft  to  him  read 
Of  life  on  the  wide-open  sea. 
His  eyes,  how  they  glistened, 
V.S  he  lay  there  and  listened 
To  the  stories  of  piracy. 

Then  the  day  drew  near 
When  the  angels  would  appear 
To  take  our  love  and  our  joy. 
His  heart  beat  fast, 
Then  stopped  at  last. 
We  lost  our  baby  boy. 

The  years  have  gone  by 

Since  that  day  in  July 

When  he  went  to  his  heavenly  home, 

To  his  home  above 

\\  illi  the  Lord  of  Love, 

Waiting  for  us  to  come. 

Nancy  Millican,  '49 


Mammoth  Cave 

What  delights  nur  wondering  eyes  behold 

When  first  we  venture  into  Mammoth  Cave! 

Resplendent,  huge  stalagmites  eons  old 

And  limestone,  icy  crystal  streams  do  lave. 

Miles  and  miles  of  murky  passages  are  wrought 

From  that  soft  stone  by  those  relentless  streams. 

Here  sightless  fish  and  insects  do  cavort, 

Whose  fate  it  is  to  live  in  dark.   No  beams 

Of  sunlight  dn  pervade  this  realm,  where  grow 

Such  creatures  weird,  unfitted  to  discern  the  sight 

So  grand,  formed  by  the  Creator  to  bestow 

On  us  our  first  glimpse  of  celestial  heights. 

Thus,  even  in  a  dreary  cavern  huge, 

Wonders,  ne'er  seen  by  man,  may  take  refuge. 

Louis  Belknap,  ' 
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Pink,  (Pink),  and  Pink!! 

It  happened  on  the  night  of  my  first  formal 
dance  at  East  Bridgewater.  The  upper  regions 
of  the  house  were  a  bustle  of  activity  as  I  donned 
my  pretty  pink  gown.  The  family  stood  around, 
admiringly  inspecting  my  frock,  but  one  small 
detail  needed  attention.  It  was  soon  decided 
that  due  to  the  light  color  and  material  of  the 
skirt,  a  pair  of  lacy  pink  unmentionables  would 
have  to  be  discarded.  Since  this  was  perfectly 
permissible  with  an  evening  gown,  I  thought  no 
more  about  it,  but  a  small,  blonde  creature  sitting 
on  my  bed  was  being  very  observant,  and  her 
mischievous  blue  eyes  twinkled. 

With  an  excited,  rapidly  beating  heart.  I 
made  my  way  towards  the  living  room  where  he 
was  waiting.  I  stepped  through  the  portieres 
and  paused,  waiting  for  the  response  I  knew  my 
gown  and  I  would  bring  forth.  But  suddenly 
I  was  not  the  only  actress  in  my  little  panto- 
mime. I  was  pushed  aside  by  a  lively,  blonde 
creature  with  flying  pigtails.  She  bounced  to  a 
stop  directly  in  front  of  him,  and  piped  in  her 
high,  sweet  voice,  "Guess  what  Glee  hasn't  got 
on! 

Glee  Mitchell,  '48 

The  Picture 

Judy  sat  on  the  porch  swing  looking  at  the 
beautiful  Heavenly  Blue  morning  glories  that 
twined  around  the  lattice.  One  of  the  blossoms 
was  at  a  right  angle  with  her  vision,  and  she 
could  see  the  blue  of  the  center  fade  until  it 
became  pure  white.  The  center  was  a  soft  beau- 
tiful yellow,  and  its  contrast  with  the  blue  was 
pleasing.  The  sunshine  was  caught  and  reflected 
in  jewel-like  dewdrops.  Judy  felt  the  cool,  thin 
haves  of  green.  She  was  very  careful  not  to 
press  too  hard,  for  she  knew  they  would  bruise 
easily. 

Pleasant  thoughts  of  the  summer  that  was  so 
quickly  ending  floated  through  Judy's  mind  like 
soft,  fluffy  clouds  in  a  blue  sky.  If  only  she  had 
a  subject  to  draw  for  the  art  contest,  Judy's 
peace  would  be  complete. 

Her  thoughts  went  back  to  the  blossoms.  "How 
devoutly  the  flower  lifts  its  face  to  the  heavens. 
It  forms  a  cup  for  the  sweet  nectar  the  bees 


seek.  Heavenly  Blue,  —  that's  a  perfect  name. 
They  are  heavenly." 

In  Judy's  mind  an  idea  began  to  form,  slowly 
at  first,  and  then  it  sprang  forth  vividly.  She 
would  draw  the  morning  glories!  This  would 
make  a  picture  just  right  to  enter  in  the  art 
contest. 

As  Judy  hurried  through  the  hall  and  up  the 
stairs  to  her  bedroom,  she  felt  a  wild  rapture. 
Her  excitement  grew  as  she  found  her  paper  and 
paints,  and  actually  began  the  picture.  The  paper 
was  egg  shell  finish,  and  she  felt  a  thrill  as  she 
ran  her  fingers  across  the  surface  and  thought 
of  its  possibilities. 

Judy's  pencil  made  short  sketchy  lines  that, 
with  her  skillful  guidance,  took  on  the  form  of 
a  lovely  flower,  its  leaves,  and  a  single  bud. 
She  paused  only  a  minute  before  beginning  the 
task  of  coloring  it. 

The  water  colors  adapted  themselves,  and 
Judy's  hand  ran  from  color  to  water  and  back 
to  the  picture.  She  applied  light  washes  of  white 
tinted  with  blue.  The  center  of  the  flower  was 
painted  next  with  a  light  canary  yellow  that 
Judy  carefully  mixed.  The  leaves  were  a  light 
green,  and  with  darker  green  Judy  made  every 
vein  show  the  sensitiveness  of  the  plant.  To  the 
last  detail  of  tinting  the  bud  a  darker  blue  that 
much  resembled  silk,  Judy  displayed  her  train- 
ing and  talent.  As  she  left  the  picture  to  dry,  the 
impulsive  enthusiasm  was  not  lost,  for  she  still 
felt  a  warm  glow  of  happiness.  What  a  lovely 
thing  the  simplicity  of  a  morning  glory  is! 

Sherry  Noyes,  '51 


Danger  —  Lab  at  Work! 

I  think  that  I  shall  never  see 

A  class  as  exciting  as  chemistry: 

A  class  in  which  the  windows  stay 

Opened  wide  throughout  the  day: 

A  class  where  pupils  cough  and  choke, 

From  bromine  gas  and  clouds  of  smoke: 

A  class  where  sulfur  we  prepare 

To  fumigate  and  change  the  air. 

Chemistry's  taken  by  fools  like  me, 

Because  we  can't  take  Latin  III! 

Margery  Wilbi  r,  "  ll) 
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Today's  Need  for  Knighthood 

I  believe  that  there  is  definitely  a  crying 
need  in  the  world  to  day  for  the  type  of  truthful 
living  portrayed  hy  King  Arthur  and  his  Knights. 
Too  many  people  today  live  by  the  phrase  "I 
don't  care!"  How  can  one  "honor  his  own  word 
as  his  God's",  "love  one  maiden  only,"  or  "desire 
fame"  if  he  doesn't  care  about  himself  or  the 
other  people  who  care  for  him?  When  a  person 
loves,  he  then  wants  to  be  clean  and  decent 
and  good,  and  when  one  wants  to  be  clean  and 
good,  half  the  battle  is  then  won. 

It  is  my  belief  that  Arthur  and  his  knights 
were  not  depicted  in  Tennyson's  Idylls  as  really 
having  lived,  but  rather  pictured  as  symbols  for 
the  greatness  that  comes  from  clean  living.  In 
Arthur  himself  I  see  the  goal  that  so  many  strive 
to  achieve —  that  of  eternal  purity.  In  these  times 
many  people  give  the  impression  that  they  don't 
want  to  be  perfect,  that  there  is  more  fun  in  sin- 
ning and  being  imperfect.  Still,  even  those  who 
do  so  are  striving  within  themselves,  perhaps  un- 
consciously, for  a  great  goal.  And  that  goal  may 
be  the  very  purity  at  which  they  outwardly  scoff! 

Times  and  modes  change,  high  ideals  do  not. 
They  may  become  distorted,  disguised,  or  even 
hidden  for  a  while,  but  in  the  end  they  come 
forth  the  same  principles  that  man  has  had  since 
the  beginning  of  time.  Thus  it  is  my  belief  that 
knighthood  has  just  as  important  a  place  in  the 
world  today  as  it  had  in  the  days  of  chivalry. 

Barbara  Smith,  '49 
*    *    *  * 
Nature  at  the  Seashore 

I've  iraveled  o'er  this  land  of  ours, 

I've  seen  great  buildings  and  stately  towers; 

There  are  miracles  of  nature  in  majestic  trees, 

Swaying  gently  with  graceful  ease; 

But  there  is  nothing  I  like  more, 

Than  to  sit  by  the  windy  ocean  shore 

And  watch  the  clouds  high  in  the  sky, 

Form  queer  patterns  as  they  float  by; 

I  hear  the  waves  and  watch  their  course 

Guided  by  an  unseen  force; 

With  angry  might  they  dash  themselves 

Upon  the  reefs  and  rocky  shelves. 

This  is  a  world  of  sea  and  sand. 

\\  here  nature  and  I  walk  hand  in  hanu. 

Fred  Johnson,  Jr.  '49 


Flash  Bulbs 

1.  Our  Florence  Nightingales:  Clinic  attend- 
ants, left  to  right:  Phoebe  Leavitt,  Nancy  Milli- 
gan,  Miss  Ruth  Evans,  Marjorie  Perkins,  Nancie 
Cousins,  Patricia  White,  Patricia  Burke,  Eleanor 
Siscoe,  Virginia  Connors,  Barbara  Bixby. 

2.  Potential  Mousers  and  Mom:  New  arnvals 
at  the  Burrell  residence. 

3.  Senior  Week  Committee  at  work:  Virginia 
Connors,  Walter  Campbell,  Barbara  Clapp,  Anne 
Miller,  William  Jahn,  Glee  Mitchell,  Stafford 
Burrell. 

4.  Our  Rah!  Rah!  Girls:  Ruth  Alger,  Carol 
Hatfield,  Glee  Mitchell,  Patricia  White,  Nancy 
Milligan,  and  Peter. 

5.  It's  "Dunn":  Miss  Grace  Dunn. 

6.  Our  Songbird:  Mary  White  rehearsing  for 
talent  night. 

7.  The  "Upper  Crust"  Scholastic  Honor  Stu- 
dents. First  row:  Florence  Morse,  Carol  Hatfield. 
Carol  Pratt.  Anne  Miller.  Glee  Mitchell.  Back 
rows:  Helen  Komarnisky,  William  Jahn.  Nancy 
Houghton,  David  Brown,  Walter  Campbell.  John 
demons.  Stafford  Burrell. 

C.  Steppin'  High:  Glee  Mitchell,  Carol  Hal- 
field,  Irene  Battista. 

9.  The  Pen's  chief  subscribers:    Room  206. 

10.  It's  all  Greek  to  us:  Katherine  Harris  sings 
in  the  Minstrel  Show. 

11.  Big  Business:  Miss  McNally  and  speakers 
for  the  Elmwood  Men's  Club:  Nancie  Cousins, 
Alice  Roach,  Miss  Anne  R.  McNally,  Guidance 
Adviser:  Walter  Campbell,  Helen  Komarnisky, 
Carol  Pratt. 

12.  Two  sausages  and  six  frankforts:  Latest 
addition  to  the  Jahn  family. 

13.  Noisy  Girls:  Carol  Pratt.  Nancy  Hough- 
ton, and  sound  effects. 

14.  Watch  your  step!  Traffic  Squad:  Bruce 
Edson.  Dorothea  Marble,  Richard  Smith,  Anne 
Kenneally,  George  Patt,  Virginia  Connors,  John 
CLmons,  Anne  Miller,  William  Alger.  Harold 
Waldorf. 

1.5.  Ye  Mad  Chemists:  Nancy  Houghton.  John 
Boelsma,  Carol  Pratt. 

16.  Our  Leaders:  Anne  Miller,  vice-president : 
Lloyd  Boyden,  president;  Carol  Hatfield,  secre- 
tary; George  Patt,  treasurer. 
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Pitcher  of  Tomorrow 

Brud  Falkner  was  a  regular  boy.  Although 
he  was  only  nine,  his  ambition  to  be  a  major 
lsague  baseball  player  had  already  begun  to 
form  plans  in  his  little  head. 

One  day,  as  he  was  walking  home  from  base- 
ball practice,  he  was  thinking  that  he  was 
about  ready  to  begin  his  career.  "Yes",  he 
thought  to  himself,  "if  1  had  just  five  dollars 
I  could  go  to  Bradenton,  where  the  Braves  have 
their  spring  training  camp.  I've  heard  Daddy 
talk  about  Mr.  Judson.  the  manager.  They  went 
to  school  together.  I  know  he'd  let  me  play  for 
him !" 

When  he  got  home,  he  looked  into  his  piggy 
bank  and  found  five  dollars  and  thirteen  cents. 

That  night  he  was  on  the  bus  headed  for  Brad- 
enton. He  had  with  him  a  pitcher's  glove,  two 
balls,  a  bat.  and  a  peanut  butter  sandwich,  which 
was  quite  enough  for  a  boy  nine  years  old. 

"Ah",  he  thought,  "tomorrow  I'll  be  pitching 
for  the  Braves!" 

But  then  he  thought  about  Mother  and  what 
she  would  think  when  she  found  the  note  which 
read:  "DEA/?  MUM  DONT  WORRY  ABOWT 
ME.  I  HAVE  GONE  TOO  JION  THE  BfiAVES. 
WILL  RETVRN  AT  END  OF  SEASON.  BAUD" 
Then  Brud  was  pretty  lonesome.  But  he  was 
still  determined  to  make  a  go  of  his  "career", 
as  he  called  it. 

At  six  o'clock  next  morning,  when  the  driver 
called,  "Bradenton".  Brud  nearly  fell  off  the 
seat  in  his  excitement.  He  found  out  the  loca- 
tion of  Mr.  Judson's  hotel  from  a  policeman, 
who  looked  after  him  in  slight  surprise,  and 
proceeded  there  with  light  feet.  Brud  entered 
the  lobby,  woke  the  sleeping  clerk,  and  asked 
for  Mr.  Judson.  He  told  him  the  name  was 
Richard  Falkner.  Then  he  sat  down  and  fidgeted 
nervously  with  his  cap. 

When  the  sleepy  Mr.  Judson  finally  came 
down,  he  looked  around  with  one  eye  open  and 
said.  "Is  this  a  joke?  I  thought  Dick  Falkner 
wanted  to  see  me !" 

Brud  stood  up  as  tall  as  he  could  for  his  mere 
three  feet  nine  inches  and  said.  "Good  morn- 
ing, sir.    I  am  Brud.    I  want  to  pitch  for  the 

Braves." 


Mr.  Judson's  face  was  suddenly  a  picture  of 
many  things:  surprise,  amusement,  and  utter 
bewilderment.  "So  you  want  to  be  a  pitcher," 
he  said  at  last  in  a  businesslike  tone.  "Who 
are  you  and  where  do  you  live?" 

"I  am  Richard  Falkner.  They  call  me  Brud. 
I  live  in  Atlanta,  and  I  came  here  to  inquire 
about  a  contract  as  pitcher  with  your  team," 
Brud  stated  simply. 

Mr.  Judson  looked  at  the  mite  who  had  made 
the  man-sized  speech.  The  little  boy's  face  was 
so  earnest  that  he  could  not  help  smiling. 

Then  he  said.  "I  know  who  you  are  now. 
When  the  desk  clerk  called  me,  I  was  rather 
expecting  your  daddy.  You  know,  Brud,  pitching 
is  a  big  business.  Babe  Ruth  started  pitching 
when  he  was  about  your  age  on  a  team  like  yours, 
and  he  worked  hard  to  get  to  the  top.  We  all 
have  to  start  out  like  that.  You  go  home,  and 
we'll  see  what  we  can  do  for  you  in  a  few  years. 
Now  you'd  better  go  call  your  mother.  She's 
probably  worried  sick  about  you!" 

Ignoring  this  last,  Brud  said,  "You   mean  • 
that  if  I'm  still  strikin'  'em  out  one.  two,  three, 
when  I'm  older,  you'll  let  me  pitch  for  you?" 

"We'll  see.  There  are  some  things.  Brud.  that 
we  can  do  better  when  we  get  to  be  men.  You 
keep  on  pitching  for  that  team  of  yours."  He 
paused  for  a  moment.  Then,  reaching  into  his 
pocket  and  pulling  out  a  five  dollar  bill,  he  said. 
"Here's  some  money  for  you  to  get  home  on. 
You  run  along,  and  I'll  call  your  mother." 

"Okay.    I'll  pratice  real  hard.    Goodbye  and 
thanks.  I'll  see  you  in  a  few  years!" 

With  this  Brud  walked  boldly  out  of  the  room 
and  back  to  the  bus  station,  munching  his  peanut 
butter  sandwich. 

Joan  Sawyer,  '50 
*     #  # 

Beyond 

I  watch  the  smoke  curl  majestically  upward. 
How  like  living  is  that  graceful  smoke, 
Bursting  forth  into  noble  existence, 
And  then  ebbing  slowly  away,  to  disappear  finally 
Into  the  mystic  blue  beyond. 

Fred  Johnson,  Jr.,  '49 


STUDENTS  PEN 


31 


Open  Letter  to  Freshmen 

Dear  Frosh : 

Lay  aside  your  jump  ropes  and  toy  atomic 
sets  and  come  to  your  old  uncle's  side  for  a 
word  of  advice  and  encouragement.  As  I  look 
far  back  into  memory.  I  recall  the  time  when 
I  plunged  blindly  into  the  ranks  of  a  high 
schooler.  The  path  was  dark,  and  my  class- 
mates and  I.  the  present  seniors,  knew  not  which 
way  to  turn.  Since  then,  we  have  come  a  long 
way  and  have  learned  many  things.  I  should  like 
to  pass  on  to  you  a  few  ideas  that  may  enable  you 
to  become  more  easily  an  active  member  of  our 
high  school  family. 

First  of  all.  upon  entering  high  school  you 
should  have  a  general  idea  of  the  pursuits  you 
intend  to  follow  after  your  high  school  gradua- 
tion, so  that  you  may  select  your  courses  accord- 
ingly. There  has  been  many  a  sorry  senior  and 
graduate  who  couldn't  go  to  college  because  he 
hadn't  planned  for  further  education  in  selecting 
his  course  early  in  high  school.  If  you  are  in 
doubt  about  going  on  to  college,  by  all  means 
take  a  college  course,  and  you  will  be  thankful 
later,  whether  you  go  to  college  or  not. 

Another  wise  procedure  is  to  take  advantage  of 
all  the  extracurricular  activities  that  your  time 
allows.  During  your  high  school  years  a  hobby 
in  the  form  of  a  club  or  organization  is  quite 
essential  to  the  well-rounded  high  school  career 
for  which  you  all  are  hoping.  Excellent  examples 
of  such  a  hobby  are  band,  sports,  and  the 
Student's  Pen.  When  we  seniors  were  in  your 
shoes  as  freshmen,  our  knees  were  shaky,  too,  as 
we  joined  these  school  organizations,  but  now 
that  we  are  leaving  high  school  we  realize  the 
world  of  good  they  have  done  for  us. 

Of  course  you  must  remember  that  the  main 
purpose  of  high  school  is  to  provide  a  place  for 
learning.  Therefore,  always  place  your  studies 
above  your  extracurricular  activities  in  impor- 
tance. The  foundation  for  a  happy  high  school 
life  is  the  ability  to  do  your  best  in  the  courses 
of  study  you  have  chosen,  and  to  do  your  best 
means  to  work  hard. 

During  the  next  three  years  of  your  life,  there 
will  be  many  trying  moments  both  in  and  outside 
of  school,  but  these  irregularities  are  natural 
occurrences  in  the  life  of  a  high  schooler  and  in 


time  will  pass.  Despite  these  difficulties  \ou  will, 
in  all  probability,  graduate  from  high  school 
and  still  be  the  same  normal,  healthy  person 
that  you  are  now.  You  will  also  be  ver)  proud  of 
the  fact  that  the  high  school  you  graduated  from 
was  in  East  Bridgewater. 

Sincerely, 

Stafford  Burrell,  "4o 

It's  A  Classic! 

"With  ivy-clad  walls  resounding  loud  echoes." 
It's  true  enough,  but  if  we  listen  closely,  we  find 
that  not  all  of  the  things  we  hear  are  the  learned 
utterances  that  should  echo  through  our  sacred 
corridors. 

Let  us  amble  —  or  rather,  shove  —  through 
the  halls  after  the  next  bell  and  see  if  we  can 
decipher  some  of  the  strange  lingual  classics 
used  by  our  schoolmates. 

The  first  thing  that  greets  our  ears  is  a  girl's 
voice.  She  is  telling  a  friend  that  her  new  dress 
is  —  of  all  things  —  homely,  homely,  homely. 
She  is  not  being  rude,  however,  because  this 
adjective,  usually  used  in  groups  of  three,  is 
complimentary  at  E.  B.  High.  It  is  also  used 
as  an  affectionate  greeting,  as:  "Homely,  homely, 
homely.  Susan",  instead  of  "Hi,  Sue!" 

Another  phrase  we  hear  is  "That's  kind  o' 
nice!"  This  usually  means  just  about  the  oppo- 
site, and  finds  its  way  into  many  a  conversation 
where  a  touch  of  sympathy  is  needed. 

Sometimes  we  can  tell  what  class  a  student 
is  in  by  the  expressions  he  uses.  Take  that  bov 
across  the  corridor,  for  instance.  That  emphatic 
"You.  you.  you  said  it!"  brands  him  as  a  Senior. 

Every  Sophomore  girl  begins  a  conversation 
thus:  "Hello,  Joe,  got  a  problem."  Sometimes 
its  true,  but  usually  it  has  no  connection  with 
what  follows. 

A  favorite  of  the  Juniors  is  "Large  charge!" 
This  truly  is  a  versatile  expression !  Never  before 
in  the  history  of  the  English  language  has  one 
phrase  owned  such  an  astonishing  variety  of 
meanings.  (Voice  inflection  is  the  thing,  you  see.  I 

Not  restricted  to  a  certain  class  are  two  of  the 
recent  additions  to  our  vocabulary,  "big  wheel" 
and  "Not  too  fast,  not  too  slow,  but  j  -  u  -  u  -  u  -  st 


32 


STUDENT'S  PEN 


right!"  The  former  means  an  important  person 
(either  self-important  or  the  real  thing  I .  The 
latter  is  the  result  of  a  guidance  assemhly! 

Well.  I  must  close  this  dissertation  now  because 
a  certain  big  wheel  who  thinks  he's  a  large  charge 
just  reminded  me  that  1  haven't  done  my  homely, 
homely  homework  yet,  and  there  are  only  ten 
minutes  left  of  my  precious  study  period.  You 
think  that's  kind  o'  nice?  Well,  you,  you,  you 
said  it! 

Alice  Roach,  '49 

Fisherman's  Paradise 

I  can  picture  myself  again,  landing  that 
beauty,  a  five  pound  rainbow  trout.  We  had 
hardly  fished  an  hour,  when  he  hit.  Wham! 
And  off  he  streaked!  For  thrills  and  chills  there 
is  nothing  better  than  a  good  rainbow  trout  on 
a  light  weight  fly-rod. 

Throughout  the  forty-five  minute  battle.  1 
was  painfully  conscious  of  the  fact  that  my  leader 
was  only  three  and  a  quarter  pound  test.  I  was 
unable  to  force  the  fish  at  all.  Every  dash  he 
made.  I  thought  he  would  snap  my  leader.  But 
somehow  I  managed  to  keep  just  enough  tension 
on  him.  and  I  finally  tired  him  out. 

As  I  slowly  eased  him  toward  the  boat.  Bob 
stood  ready  with  the  net.  Gently,  ever  so  gently. 
I  took  in  line.  At  this  point  the  tension  mounted 
to  its  highest  peak.  Would  he  make  one  last 
effort  to  escape,  and  succeed?  Or  had  I  finally 
won? 

As  he  came  alongside  the  boat.  Bob  made  an 
attempt  to  land  him.  but  he  darted  away  and 
beneath  the  boat.  My  fear  had  become  reality! 
The  leader  was  entangled  in  the  anchor  rope! 

It  would  snap!  Miraculously,  instead  of  strik- 
ing toward  open  water,  the  trout  swung  in  an  arc 
toward  the  boat.  Bob  was  still  reasonably  calm 
and  ready  with  the  net.  And  before  the  fish 
could  escape  him  a  second  time.  Bob  scooped 
him  out  of  the  water  and  into  the  boat. 

Whew!!  I  was  in  a  cold  sweat:  my  nerves 
were  on  edge:  I  was  shaking  all  over  from 
excitement. 

I  awoke  suddenly,  to  find  myself  on  the  floor, 
thoroughly  entangled  in  the  bedsheets!  What 
a  poor  fish ! 

John  Mondeau,  '48 


One  Grand  Year 

The  Junior  year  I've  spent  in  school 
Has  really  been  the  best, 
So  now  I'll  reminisce  with  you  — 
You  listen.  I'll  do  the  rest. 

In  chemistry  class  we  have  such  fun. 
But  we're  really  scientific, 

And  when  our  experiment  is  very  well  done. 

The  odors  are  terrific! 

"Bonjour,  Madame,"  is  what  I  hear. 

As  in  214  I  go, 

But  "Adieu,  Madame,"  rings  loud  and  clear, 

If  my  lesson  I  don't  know. 

While  sitting  in  my  English  class, 

I  oft  have  time  to  think 

Of  how  the  time  does  seem  to  fly, 

And  the  knowledge  there  is  to  drink. 

In  chorus  and  band  we  sing  and  play. 

And  really  do  our  best, 

And  I  would  certainly  like  to  say, 

Those  poor  Dry  Bones  need  rest! 

All  joking  aside,  I've  had  swell  times, 
With  the  teachers  and  kids  who  are  here, 
And  when  I  leave  the  ivy-clad  walls, 
These  memories  will  always  be  dear. 

Patricia  White,  '49 

My  Pride  and  Joy 

Though  I'm  not  as  yet  a  famous  poet, 
In  rhyme  a  bit  I'm  going  to  tell 
About  my  car,  that  little  Ford, 
That  goes  too  fast  (but  not  too  well). 

The  part  I  proudly  call  a  motor, 
Temperamental  though  it  sometimes  be. 
In  spite  of  students'  condemnation. 
It  sure  is  good  enough  for  me! 

The  springs  are  bent  and  worn  a  bit 
(I  guess  they  must  be  twelve  years  new). 
But  they  keep  the  body  off  the  ground. 
What  more  is  there  for  a  spring  to  do? 

The  fenders  are  bent  in  graceful  lines, 
The  victims  of  some  female's  car. 
It  takes  a  man  of  expert  skill, 
To  bend  them  right,  such  as  mine  are! 

The  tires  are  still  in  good  condition, 
I've  got  at  home  a  brand  new  spare. 
But  as  there  are  no  brakes  at  all, 
Why  should  they  show  excessive  wear? 

Although  it  has  some  minor  troubles. 
This  fact  I'm  proud  to  tell  thee: 
'Twould  be  a  task  for  a  hundred  men 
To  take  my  beloved  car  from  me. 

(Some  write  for  fortune,  some  for  fame, 
I  write  simply  to  sign  my  name.) 

Walter  Campbell,  Jr.,  '48 
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It's  Just  The  New  Look! 

Miss  McNally.  glancing  over  some  homework 
papers  in  Problems  class:  I  see  from  your  maps 
that  East  Bridgewater  is  a  feminine  town.  It 
has  outskirts. 

»      *  * 

Bonehead  ? 

Mr.  Loud:  A  human  being  hears  his  own  voice 
through  the  bones  in  the  back  of  his  head.  That's 
why  some  people's  voices  seem  more  muffled 
than  others. 

Start-er-Laughing 

W.  C. :  Nothing  can  stop  my  Ford.  And  it 
starts  almost  as  well! 

*  *  * 

Eye  Am  the  Culprit 

Miss  Sullivan :  Who  was  the  nosy  person  who 
peeked  through  the  window? 

Roy  Mitchell:  Dear  Miss  Sullivan.  I  cannot  tell 
a  lie;  I  peeked  through  that  window  with  my 
little  eye. 

*  *  * 

If  You're  A  Friend  of  Miss  MeNally, 
Don't  Read  This 

Anyone  like  to  learn  to  draw  parrots  in  three 
easy  lessons?  See  Red  Blackwell. 

*  *  # 

•  And  Red  Blackwell  Laughed  For 
Half  An  Hour! 

Anne  Miller,  coming  into  Room  206  during 
the  extra  period:  Where  is  Miss  Andrews? 

Staff y  Burrell:  Look  in  the  upper  right  hand 
drawer. 

This  One's  All  Wet 

When  asked  to  read  her  precis  on  "Sailing", 
a  senior  girl  replied,  "I  missed  the  boat." 


Why  Not,  Saris?! 

Tense  and  sweating  as  though  in  anticipation 
of  an  execution.  Mr.  Kurkjian  took  off  his  jacket 
just  before  the  band  was  to  broadcast  over  WBET 
on  March  27  and  was  looking  for  a  place  to  put 
it. 

Freddie  Johnson:  Hang  it  over  the  micro- 
phone, Mr.  Kurkjian. 

Sixth  Period  Specialties 

How  do  those  three  seniors  rate  having  a 
special  study  in  R.  215  every  sixth  period. 

And  who's  the  teacher  who  goes  clop,  clop 
through  the  upstairs  corridor  during  the  same 
period? 

*  * 

Hold  The  Press! 

A:  Every  time  I  come  to  a  dance  I  lose  some- 
thing. 

B:  What  have  you  lost  now? 
A:  The  press  in  my  pants. 

Advice  For  Sunday  Afternoon 

If  your  nerves  are  shattered  from  a  hard  week  in  school, 
I  prescribe  this  effective  nerve  tonic: 

Just  setttle  back  and  listen  to 
The  New  York  Philharmonic. 

Anne  Millek,  '48 


Illustrated  by  John  Mondeau.  '411 


Compliments  of 

Carver  Cotton  Gin  Co. 

DIV.  OF  THE  MURRAY  CO. 


East  Bridgewater 


Massachusetts 


Compliments  of 

ROGER  DUMONT,  INC. 

JEWELER 

13  HIGH  STREET 
BROCKTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


Compliments  of 


RIDDER  FARM 


M.  CLIFTON  EDSON 
&  SON 

INCORPORATED 

Insurance  of  All  Kinds 
Phone  110 

1 1  Central  Street  East  Bridgewater 


Compliments  of 

The  Chandler 
Construction  Co. 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER 


MASS. 


It  cannot  be  stressed  too  urgently  —  that 
better  light  means  better  sight. 

In  home  study  make  sure  that  there  is 
ample  light  for  protection  from  eye  strain. 


Brockton  Edison  Co. 


1897 


1947 


Patronize 

THE  LELAND  FARM 

"Where  Quality  Counts" 
MILK  and  CREAM      FRESH  EGGS 
MEALY  POTATOES 


MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS 
Just  Out 
the  New  Leedy  Vibraphone 
COME  IN  AND  TRY  IT 

Martin  Trumpets,  Trombones,  Saxophones,  Gibson 
Guitars,  Electric  attachments  and  amplifiers.  Leedy, 
Slingerland,  Drums  and  Traps.  Fancy  Twirling 
Batons.  New  assortment  of  Hohner  Chromatic  Har- 
monicas. Musical  accessories,  Musical  gold  plated 
pins.  Instruments  repaired.  Drums  reheaded. 

Flanagan's  Music  Store 

Telephone  4469 
40  Centre  Street  Over  Post  Office 


THE  A  and  E  GIFT  SHOP 

Gifts  and  Greeting  Cards 

for  All  Occasions 

Telephone  1 1 8-3 
189  No.  Central  St.    East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

 — — -T 

EUGENIE 
BEAUTY  SHOP 

Telephone  1 1 4 
27  Central  Street                East  Bridgewater 

Compliments  of 

MARKEY'S 
MEN'S  STORE 

Upstairs,  Olympia  Building 
196  Main  Street                 Brockton,  Mass. 

GURNEY  BROS.  CO. 

Jewelers  Since  1841 

Telephone  590 

101  Main  St.                      Brockton,  Mass. 

DOUBLE  BRIDGES 
DAIRY 

Burns  Walton,  Proprietor 
645  Summer  St.                East  Bridgewater 

Homogenized  "VITEX" 

Vitamin  "D"  Milk 

Most  outstanding  in  creamy  flavor, 
digestibility  and  efficient,  natural 
Vitamin  "D"  content. 

TRY  IT 

Telephone  4280 

Producers'  Dairy  Co. 

Compliments  of 

THE  BERGQUIST  FARM 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER  MASSACHUSETTS 

•  —  

Supcrfrappc                              Good  Food 

THE  HUDDLE 

OPEN  YEAR  'ROUND 
Route  28                        West  Bridgewater 

 —----—---——————---—■ 

Campanelli  Construction 
Company 

CONTRACTORS  and  BUILDERS 
Cement  Forms  Erected 

Telephone  599 

55  Elm  Street                    East  Bridgewater 

Compliments  of 

A  Friend 

Compliments  of 

Room  206 

Compliments  of 

Dr.  A.  R.  Lagerstedt 

DENTIST 

Office  Hours  1—5 

Evenings  by  Appointment 

1106  Main  St.                    Campello,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

JOPPA  MARKET 

Elmwood  Massachusetts 

SPORTS  SHOP 

USED  CARS 
Bought  —  Sold  —  Exchanged 

W.  F.  DUGGAN 

Telephone  27 

North  Bedford  St.                                                                    East  Bridgewater 

L  ------  —  -  -  ■ 
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Be  Sure  of  Fresh  Chocolates 

Buy  from  Our  Refrigerated  Candy  Case 

LUDDY  NEWS  STAND 

25  CENTRAL  STREET  EAST  BRIDGEWATER 


Compliments  of 

Howard  G.  Sawyer 

SALLY 

Electrical  Contractor 

DRESS  SHOP 

399  Central  St.                   Telephone  413 

Whitman  862-W 

Compliments  of 

PEOPLE'S  LAUNDRY 

Jackie,  Red,  Kenney, 

503  North  Bedford  Street 

Bud,  and  Jay 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER 

Telephone:  East  Bridgewater  363 

Satucket  Horse  and  Agricultural  Association 

INCORPORATED 


♦ 

Horse  Shows 
i.---  


After  the  Dance  —  After  the  Show  —  Let's  go  to 

SANDY'S 

FAMOUS  FOR  FRIED  CLAMS 
And  Other  Delicious  Foods  —  From  a  Sandwich  to  a  Dinner 


662  BELMONT  STREET 


BROCKTON,  MASS. 


SULLIVAN'S 


Main  Street 


Brockton,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 


Power's  Filling  Station 


East  Bridgewater 


Massachusetts 


Brockton  Business  College 

57th  Year 
Catalogue  on  Request 

Accounting  -  Business  Administration 
Secretarial  Courses 

George  E.  Bigelow,  Principal 
226  Main  St.  Brockton  1,  Mass. 


UIIKVS.  II.  of  BROCKTON 

Established  1896         Incorporated  1936 

HARDWARE  —  CUTLERY 

Kitchen  Utensils  —  Paints  —  Seeds  —  Toys 

Telephone  1059 

1 151  Main  St.,  Corner  of  Market  St. 
Brockton,  Massachusetts 


BEAVER  ORCHARDS 

Norman  L.  Brock,  Proprietor 
O 


479  Summer  Street 


East  Bridgewater 


Arthur  W.  Ash 

CARPENTER  and  BUILDER 
CEMENT  BLOCKS  and  CEMENT  WORK 


Telephone  187-4 


640  NORTH  BEDFORD  STREET 


EAST  BRIDGEWATER 


Brockton  Ice  and  Coal  Co. 

"The  Blue  Fleet" 

BROWNE'S  SPORT  SHOP 

Distributors  of 

DELCO  HEAT  OIL  BURNERS 

Athletic  Outfitters 

PURE  MANUFACTURED  ICE 

to 

COOLERATORS 

Delivery  to  Surrounding  Towns 

Teams  and  Schools 

Telephones:  189  and  762 

27  Lawrence  St.  BROCKTON 

BROCKTON  MASSACHUSETTS 

Compliments  of 

TIBBETTS  CONSTRUCTION 
and  SUPPLY  CO. 

815  BEDFORD  STREET  EAST  BRIDGEWATER,  MASS. 


TOWNE  CLEANERS 

Compliments  of 

Cleansing  Repairing 

SILVA'S  GARAGE 

Dyeing  and  Alterations 

Telephone  342 

5  West  Union  St.              East  Bridgewater 

41  Central  St.                   East  Bridgewater 

Compliments  of 

Compliments  of 

Bob  and  Ken's 

A  Friend 

Hangar  Restaurant 

Compliments  of 

BUSINESS  COURSES 
SECRETARIAL 

DR.  W.  B.  WOOD 

BUSINESS  ADMINISTRATION 

Veterinarian 

Enroll  Early 

The  Williams  School 

♦ 

41  Arlington  St.                Brockton  8,  Mass. 

Best  Wishes  to  the  Graduates 
from 

East  Bridgewater 
COMMERCIAL  CLUB 


Compliments  or 

D      D    prr  r>c* 

B - B  FEEDS 

\—\J  \J  l/IVInn 

HUNT  CLUB  DOG  FOOD 

Sheet  Metal  Works 

SIDNEY  F.  DIXON 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER 

Elmwood  Massachusetts 

Earle  and  Blake,  Inc. 

Bob's  Service  Station 

IGNITION  and  CARBURETION 

MOBILE  PRODUCTS 

Service  and  Parts 

TIRES  -  BATTERIES  -  ACCESSORIES 
LUBRICATION 

25  Spring  Street                 Brockton,  Mass. 

Central  Square 

GLAD  ACRE  FARM 

Charlie  Burroughs,  Prop. 
Bird  Houses 

Compliments  of 

East  Bridgewater 
Hardware  Co. 

Telephone  459 

Bedford  Street                   East  Bridgewater 

8  West  Union  St.        East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

■  —  —  —  —  ———  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  —  

Setterlund's 
Service  Station 

Tires  —  Batteries  —  Accessories 

Corner  of  Main  and  Packard  Sts. 
BROCKTON,  MASS. 

 -------------------------i 

Compliments  of 

SCOTTY'S 

Best  Foods  Served 

Opposite  the  Airport 

MAIN  STREET  BROCKTON 

-TAXI- 

For  Service  Call  77 
THE  VILLAGE  TAXI 

The  Whitmarsh  Music  Co. 

Selmer  Band  Instruments 
SUPPLIES 

Expert  Repairing  on  All  Instruments 

Telephone  341 
24  Union  Street                 East  Bridgewater 

SWANSON-WALLIN  CO. 

General  Electric  Appliances 

HOME            RADIO  SALES 
AUTO            RADIO  SERVICE 

Telephone  1 85-2 

49  Bedford  Street                East  Bridgewater 

In  the  Square 

Wally's  Gulf  Station 

Telephone  375 
♦ 

157  Plymouth  St.               East  Bridgewater 

TOWNE  PHARMACY 

THE  REXALL STORE 

"The  Town  Favorite" 
S.  Berenson,  Ph.  G.,  Reg.  Pharm. 

Telephone  3 

i  ——.————  —  —  —  —  ————————————»»»»»  —  —  »»» 

WAYSIDE  GARDENS 

A  Flower  Arrangement 
For  All  Occasions 
Corsages  —  Wedding  Arrangements 
Funeral  Designs 

Telephone  392 
210  N.  Central  St.              East  Bridgewater 
— — — —  —  —  —  —  ———  —  —  —  —  —  —  -  —  —  — — — — — —  .  i 

WYATT  BROS.  GARAGE 

—  Your  Kaiser  Fraser  Dealer  — 

Repairing  on  all  makes  of  cars  by  Expert  Workmen 

A  Complete  Line  of 
BATTERIES  —  TIRES  —  ACCESSORIES 

Telephone:  East  Bridgewater  394 


AL  HOWE'S 
RADIO  SHOP 

Home  and  Auto  Radios  Serviced 
Telephone  339-2 
5  West  Union  Street            East  Bridgewater 
We  Pick  Up  and  Deliver 

Compliments  of 

PAUL'S  PET  SHOP 

Whitman  Massachusetts 

"Personalized"  Flowers 

For  Every  Occasion 

CORSAGES 
WEDDING  ARRANGEMENTS 
FUNERAL  DESIGNS 

Alexander  s  Flower  Shop 

Beatrice  M.  Holbrook,  Prop. 
Telephone  145          East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

MARY'S  BEAUTY  SALON 
♦ 

Telephone  235 
31  Central  Street              East  Bridgewater 

TAFT'S,  INC. 
JEWELRY  STORE 

Helmer  Bystrom,  Proprietor 

Call  and  see  us  when  in  need  of 

Diamonds  —  Silverware 
Watches,  Clocks,  Etc. 

1120  Main  St.             Campello  28,  Mass. 

J^§||k.  MEN'S 

WF  ^  *f DIE T 

fm  CLOTHES 
to  RENT 
READ   &  WHITE 

111  SUMMER  ST.,  BOSTON 

Tel.  <  .on. 

GEO.  D.  LEAVITT 

♦ 

r*cr\   r\   i  ca\/itt  id 
otU.  U.  LtAVI  1  1,  JK. 

Compliments  of 

OPTOMETRISTS 

JOHN  B.  THORNDIKE 

Tplpnhnnp  \A/hi  tmnn  /^S 

12  South  Avenue  Whitman 

♦ 

Compliments  of 

W.  H.  LUDDY  &  SON 

Busses  and  Closed  C 

ars  for  All  Occasions 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER 

MASSACHUSETTS 

THE  HAPPY  CHICK 

—  Home  of  Good  Food  — 

STEAKS  —  CHICKEN  —  CHOPS 

^^^\f  Photographer 

LOBSTER  —  CLAMS 

Telephone  227 

Telephone  E.  B.  388 

♦ 

Route  18    No.  Bedford  St.    Eas*  Bridgewater 

172  Main  Street                 Brockton,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

OLD  COLONY  FOUNDRY 

COMPANY 

LOUIE'S  SERVICE  STATION 

L.  Louis  D'Arpino,  Prop. 
TYDOL  —  VEEDOL 

Gas  —  Oil  —  Tires  —  Batteries  —  Accessories 
15  Bedford  St.         Day  41 1  —  Phones  — -  Night  351  East  Bridgewater,  Moss. 

—  VEEDOL  SAFETY  CHECK  LUBRICATION  — 


Compliments  of 

RAYMOND  TARDIE 

TRUCKING 

Cinders  -  Sand  -  Gravel  -  Loam  -  Etc. 
Building  Moving 


Telephone  532-4  EAST  BRIDGEWATER 


Compliments  of 


General  Contractors 


Compliments  of 

McCarthy  brothers 

Ice  Cream  Manufacturers 
224  COMMERCIAL  STREET  WHITMAN,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

DAVID  J.  ROACH 

Grading  —  Equipment  Rental  —  Paving 
55  SPRING  STREET  EAST  BRIDGEWATER,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

WODDARD  &  WRIGHT 
LAST  COMPANY 


